Atlantic Advocate, vol. 48, no. 03 (November 1957) by unknown
ESCORT! 
Sensational· complete short story of a 
wartime convoy by Daphne du Maurier 
(Model 435E) 
Custom Deluxe 30" 
ELECTRIC RANGE 
All-new automatic Cus-
tom Deluxe 30" electric 
range with the exclusive " 
Hi-Speed Pre-Heat fea-
ture and . "Evenator" 
oven heat distributor. 
Created for you with 
the beautifully new 
Sugar n' Spice "HAR-
MONY" backguard in 
your choice of four re-
freshing pastel shades. 
SYMBOL OF PROGRESS 
. -
(Model 2455E) 
·the rang~ .that belongs 
in your home 
(Model 303E) 
Deluxe Gas & Oil 
COMBINATION 
RANGE 
Deluxe "Harmony" Gas 
and Oil Combination 
Range, with fully auto-
matic super "Baker's 
Arch" oven, drop-front 
smokeless broiler, electric 
clock and Time Reminder. 
Also available: Gas and 
Solid Fuel, Electric and 
Oil, Electric. and Solid 
Fuel. (Model 101-5) 
Custom Deluxe 30" 
GAS RANGE 
Cooking's a pleasure 
with the new "Gover-
ness" automatic top 
burner and famous 
Harper-Wyman "Alltrol" 
Center Simmer burners, 
plus the giant HI-LO 
Super-therm 16,000 B.T.U. 
burner. Super "Baker's 
Arch" oven. Self-light-
ing, drop-front smokeless 
broiler. Interchangeable 
"Harmony" backguard 
panels in four decorator 
shades.· 
Custom Deluxe 
TORRID-OIL RANGE 
The oil range with 
automatic oven control 
and "cut-off" switch. At 
last, an oil range with 
all the conveniences and 
styling of gas or electric 
cooking. Oven has 
double glass window, 
inside light, and light 
indicator to show when 
oven reaches desired 
temperature. 
ENAMEL & HEATING PRODUCTS LTD. 
SACKVILLE, N.B. 
-
AMHERST, N.S. - HALIFAX, N.S. - MONTREAL, P.Q. - VANCOUVER, B.C. 
) 
The Atlantic Advocate: Volume 48 
No. 3, November 1957, incorporating the 
Maritime Advocate and Busy East 
published by University Press of New 
Brunswick Ltd., Fredericton, New 
Brunswick. 
Michael Wardell, Editor and Publisher; Arthur S. 
Roe, Director of Advertising; Beatrice M . Scott, 
Advertising Representative; M. M. Carten, Circu-
lation Manager; Newfoundland Representative : 
E. C. Boone Advertising Ltd., St. John's New-
foundland. 
Subscription rates in CANADA, GREAT 
BRITAIN and COMMONWEALTH, $3.00 a 
year; UNITED STATES and OTHER COUN-
TRIES, $4.00 a year. 
Authorized as second class matter. Post Office 
Department, Ottawa. 
CONTENTS 
Letter's . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 6, 7 
FREDERICTON-A Place of 
Beauty-Marguerite McNair ........ 9 
Fredericton Has Nearly Every 
Natural Advantage of a Great 
City-Mayor William T. Walker... . 19 
Shadows-
Bertha Ogilvie Archibald ............ 19 
WHERE THE TRADE WINDS 
BLOW-Helen Claire Howes ...... 21 
A VIEW FROM A VANTAGE-
VII: WITH MOUNTBATTEN 
IN THE KELLY-
Michael Wardell .............................. 27 
ESCORT -Daphne du Maurier ........ 33 
A DAY TO REMEMBER-
Aida Flemming .... ............................ 41 
SHOWMEN, TINSEL AND 
TANBARK-J • . Russell Harper .... 49 
By the By-Joan Ganong ................ 58 
The Money Goes Round and 
Round-An Atlanticdote-
E I lise Collier ........................ .. . ......... 61 
Round and About the Maritimes 
-Vedette ..................................... ... .... 62 
THE ATLANTIC PROVINCES 
AND THE VICTORIA CROSS 
-A Reminder for Remembrance 
Day-George C. Machum ............ 65 
THE MINING WEALTH OF 
NEWFOUNDLAND-D. M. Baird 72 
Return to the Sea-
D. Kermode Parr ............................ 80 
Selected Convertible Issues-
Maximus .................... ........................ 84 
JO PORTUGAIS-John Geddie 
Macdonald .................... .. .................. 86 
Indexed in the Canadian Index to Periodicals and 
Documentary Films. 
All editorial contents of this magazine are 
coypright. 
Manuscripts or illustrations submitted to The 
Atlantic Advocate must be accompanied by 
stamped, self-addressed envelopes. The Atlantic 
Advocate accepts no responsibility for the return 
of unsolicited manuscripts or illustrations. 
THE COVER 
The illustration was especially 
designed for The Atlantic Advo-
cate by Mendoza. 
anyone can make 
a good cup 
of tea ..• 
when the tea •• tS 
KING COLE 
ORANGE PEKOE 
Hot and fragrant • . . or frosty-cold 
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ca niversity 
Founded in 1838, Acadia University, Wolfville, Nova Scotia, now 
has seven faculties or schools, awarding degrees in Arts and Science, 
Home Economics, Education, Engineering, Music, Theology and Sec-
retarial Science. Its campus, covering one hundred acres, is one of the 
most beautiful in Canada. Chartered as Queen's College, this famous 
Atlantic centre of learning graduated its first class in 1843. Today 
Acadia's thousands of alumni are to be found in all walks of life, in 
every province of the Dominion, in every state of the Union, and every 
continent of the world. 
Also part of tradition in the Atlantic Provinces are the products 
of Ganong Bros. Limited, St. Stephen, N.B., makers of chocolates 
and candies that have delighted generations of Canadians from New-
foundland to British Columbia. 
This tribute to famous Atlantic institutions reflects our own belief 
that, while experience is an important aid to success, knowledge and 
integrity are essential to any worthwhile achievement. 
Ganong's ~ Chocolates 
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Secretaries become more important-
with the Dictaphone Time-Master 
The dictating machine with the Dictabelt record 
A SECRETARY saves valuable hours when her boss uses 
a Dictaphone TIME-MASTER. Result: she has more 
time to help with important jobs. 
To dictate, he simply lifts the rnike and talks. She 
goes on with her typing, filing, or decision-making. No 
more shorthand. 
How about transcribing? It's easy. DICTABELT 
records are clear to hear, and always visible to the tran-
scriber-she can't lose her place. What's more, they're 
fileable, permanent (so important dictation can't be 
erased by mistake) and sin1 pie. 1\ o fiddling, no fussing, 
no reel-winding. 
The Dictabelt Record- main reason why the Dictaphone 
Time-Master far outsells all other dictating machines. 
For free trial on your own desk, call or write; Dicta-
phone Dept. H235M, 52 Granville St., Halifax; 30 King 
Square South, Saint John. 
DICTAPHONE 
Service you can depend on the world around 
In U.S.A., write Dictaphone Corporati on, 420 l exington Ave., N ew Yo rk 17, N.Y., in England, Dictaphone Company ltd., 
17- 19 Stratford Place, l ondon, W . l. Dictaphone, Time-Master, and Dictabelt ore registered trademarks of Dictaphone Corporation. 
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CORPORATION 
LIMITED 
Student ol the world 
His text is the most timely, accurate and detailed 
encyclopaedia of current events . . . the daily news-
paper. The crush of news, the pace of business, and all 
the fields of human interest are covered in his daily 
volume. Adding to the demands of our own prosperous 
economy for more and still more newsprint are the 
growing requirements of the teeming populations of 
the under-developed countries of the world. Elevation 
of living standards and growth of commerce are also 
widening the market for other kinds of paper. 
The Bowater Organisation is the world's largest 
supplier of newsprint and also is a major producer of 
fine papers, corrugated cartons, building board, fibre 
drums, and many other specialized paper products. 
Bovvaters # 
THE BOWATER CORPORATION OF NORTH AMERICA LIMITED MONTREAL 
Mills at: Corner Brook; lvewfoundland • Liverpool, Nova Scotia • Calhoun, Tennessee 
A MEMBER OF THE BOWATER ORGANISATION 
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Best • 1n the East! 
Two famous brews 
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These celebrated brews are the Maritimes' favourites 
everywhere. Noted for their unique flavour, they are 
brewed by Oland's in Halifax-master brewers for 
five generations. 
ASK FOR OLAND'S EXPORT ALE 
and SCHOONER BEER 
_ Also Oland's Extra Stout 
OLAND & SON LIMITED 
HALIFAX, N.S. 
The cash register tells the story when 
CKCW tells your story. 
CKCW has been producing 
outstanding resu Its for its advertisers 
for more than twenty years. 
Write to T. H. Tonner for rates and availabilities. 
RADIO 
• MONCTON 
NEW BRUNSWICK 
REPS: STOVIN in CANADA · ··· ADAM YOUNG U.S.A 
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LETTERS 
One of the Best 
Sir: 
I enjoy your magazine very much and 
consider it one of the best in circulation. 
I was born and raised in Nova Scotia, 
Jived quite a while in New Brunswick, am 
now living in Newfoundland, and have spent 
considerable time in P.E.I., so I enjoy a 
magazine embodying material from all four 
Provinces. 
I enjoyed the article some time ago on 
Seal Island. I am acquainted with Mr. Ahern 
the radio beacon operator there as he and I 
spent two years at the beacon on St. Paul 
Island in Cabot Strait, from 1948 to 1950. 
Best wishes for your success in the future. 
wARREN E. SPICER, 
Old Coins 
Sir: 
Bay Roberts, Nfid. 
Having found myself in possession of a 
New Brunswick one cent, I became curious 
about the various kinds of money used in this 
province. Weaver's Canadian History states 
that it was decided to use the decimal system 
in 1853; but that, I think, was in Upper 
Canada. Would that also apply to the 
provinces of Nova Scotia and New Bruns-
wick? If not, when did New Brunswick start 
using the decimal system? And where was 
the mint? Are there also separate coins for 
Nova Scotia and for Prince Edward Island ? 
Thank you again for a wonderful magazine. 
ELLISE W. (MRs. CLIFTON) CoLLIER 
Elgin, Albert County, N.B. 
~ New Brunswick started the decimal 
system in 1860. Coins were supplied by 
the Royal Mint in London.- Ed. 
Breakfast Foods 
Sir: 
In the August issue of your magazine you 
published a letter from Mary Jo Wilson of 
Toronto who stated that "Canada Manu-
factures no breakfast food". How can Mrs. 
Wilson make such a statement when we have 
the Nabisco plant in Niagara Falls, Ontario, 
Kelloggs in London and Chatham, Ontario, 
Quaker Oats in Peterborough, Ontario, and 
Saskatoon, Sask., and General Foods in 
Toronto? There are probably many others. 
I presume Mrs. Wilson refers to breakfast 
foods made from wheat. How about Shredded 
Wheat, Shreddies, Puffed Wheat, Wheaties, 
Wheat Flakes, Bran Flakes, All-Bran, etc., 
etc. These are all made from wheat and 
manufactured in Canada. 
I enjoy reading your magazine very much 
and want to wish for it, every success. 
(MRS.) R. GREENLEAF, 
102 Victoria Road, 
Dartmouth, N.S. 
Sir: 
Mrs. R. Greenleaf of Dartmouth, N.S., 
has sent me a copy of a letter she sent to you 
regarding 'Canadian Breakfast Foods'. This 
poses a situation I leave you to use as you 
see fit. 
I would retort: A tie-up was suggested 
between provinces of Canada for the purpose 
of developing resources. There already are 
many ties welded firmly in industry between 
our nation and our neighbours. My challenge 
need not in any way affect them. We like our 
adopted industries even if some of those 
who carry the banner "Made in Canada" do 
sometimes hide a line in small print that 
reads "Printed in U.S.A.". 
My challenge is to dieticians and pro-
moters; to thinkers, and designers of all 
manner of goods. To Town Planners and 
lay-out men. 
This nation will require new and more 
breakfast foods. We have buyers for syrup, 
jam, cake, pickles, as well, the kind of 
distinctive Canadian fare that visitors going 
home from here could identify as being 
native Canadian. We could have caps and 
moccasins and Canadienne coats for the 
young set. 
We seem to trust that long pipe-lines, 
railway tracks, and super-highways will weld 
this wide land and make for integration. 
Short lines between villages would do better, 
especially inter-provincial roads. 
Canada has everything- Brawn and Brains. 
MARY Jo WILSON, 
2 Hawthorn A venue, 
'foronto, Ont. 
1866 Automobile 
Sir: 
I was interested in the Atlanticdote about 
Father Belcourt's steam-driven 1866 auto-
mobile. I might give a little more information. 
After Father Belcourt was through with the 
rig the power plant was brought over to 
Pictou. It was put in a small tug where it 
proved too small. It was then used to run a 
threshing machine. The engine was taken to 
Richibucto to William Black's carriage 
factory. The boiler came into my possession 
about fifty years ago. It was gathered up in 
the scrap drive before the last war. 
The boiler was upright and was 48 inches 
high. The parallel part was 15 inches dia-
meter. The fire box was enlarged and was 
about 20 inches at the mud ring. There were 
60 fire tubes 1 inch diameter, 36 inches long. 
The boiler was made of -!-inch iron plates. 
The engine was a two-cylinder V-type with 
single throw crank. 
Old Appeal 
Sir: 
WILLIAM DouGLAS 
12 Cameron Street, 
Moncton, N.B. 
As an old Nova Scotian who in the early 
20's travelled extensively through New Bruns-
wick, Nova Scotia and Prince Edward Island, 
I find your articles of particular interest. 
Many of the illustrations show scenes that I 
remember well and with the exception of the 
good roads that you now enjoy, your province 
still has its old appeal. I can recall when a trip 
from St. John to Fredericton and up the St. 
John River to Grand Falls was quite an 
adventure and I learn from Mr. Streit of 
Newcastle that it is considered only a matter 
of a few hours drive at the present time. 
It may interest you to hear that I pass the 
Advocate on to a number of old Maritime 
Province people living here in Nelson, who 
enjoy it as much as I do. 
Keep up the good work. 
Great Story-teller 
Sir: 
P. G. LAWRENCE, 
805 Vernon Street, 
Nelson, B.C. 
I enjoy your magazine each month very 
much, and read it from cover to cover at one 
sitting as soon as it arrives. 
I was much pleased to see the picture of my 
old friend Mr. Joseph Small, Jr., and the 
article on him in your September issue. I 
knew him so well when I was manager of the 
Bank of Nova Scotia in Burgeo in 1921-22. 
I have been a guest at his house for supper; 
and sat in his pew in the Church every Sunday 
during my stay in Burgeo. He was a great old 
character, and a great story-teller. He was 
proud of his long beard, and used to joke on 
all the neckties he saved buying over the 
years on account of his long flowing beard 
making them useless to him. 
JAMES w. SMITH, 
1299 California Street, 
San Francisco 9, Cal. 
P.S. Your Article "Peace in our Time" ts 
exceedingly interesting. 
You get more ... MUCH MORE when you buy 
John Paliner 
d)o.oiw.er;,~t 
e Soft, durable leather uppers 
e Top quality leather insoles 
e Wide variety of styles for every taste 
e Waterproof counters 
e That HIDDEN QUALITY built into 
every pair by experienced craftsmen 
known for Quality 
for over 80 years 
JOHN PALMER COMPANY LIMITED 
Fredericton, N.B. 
-
Estey & Curtis 
COMPANY LIMITED 
WHOLESALE 
DRUGGISTS 
Incorporated 1901 
FREDERICTON · NEW BRUNSWICK 
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FREDERICTON 
NEW BRUNSWICK, CANADA 
--------------C>ffers-------------------------------
many advantages for the establishment of new industries 
• A master plan in preparation to control the over-all de-
velopment of the City to provide suitable industrial sites 
• The City's residential section is among the finest to be 
found in any place in the Atlantic Provinces 
• A wide range of educational facilities including the Uni-
versity of New Brunswick, one of Canada's oldest seats 
of learning 
• A steady growth both as an industrial and residential 
centre due to its location and its proximity to electric 
power resources 
• The importance of being a wholesale distributing and 
retai I shopping centre for the fast growing central New 
Brunswick counties 
• Widespread recreational facilities for all kinds of sport 
and hobbies, coupled with the finest fishing ·and hunting 
within easy reach of the City 
For more detailed information write to the City Clerk 
CITY OF FREDERICTON 
MAYOR Wm. T. WALKER 
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FREDERICTON 
a place of beauty 
by Marguerite McNair 
Copyright, Marguerite McNair, 1957 
T O LIVE BEAUTIFULLY there must be an atmosphere of beauty. This does not mean costly and rare treasures which can 
only be acquired with money but can be an 
resthetic beauty beyond the power of money 
to buy. For this reason the lowest salaried 
person in Fredericton has the potential 
atmosphere for a life of beauty as this city is a 
veritable gem of beauty, both man-made and 
natural. From the moment of crossing the 
highway bridge which spans the St. John River 
like a graceful filigreed arch, and connects this 
city with what was formerly called by the 
lovely name of Devon, the visitor will find 
beauty everywhere. 
The first thing to greet the eye is the spire of Wilmot 
United Church with its one hundred and ninety-eight 
foot high steeple, surmounted by an eight and a half foot 
hand and four foot index finger pointing heavenward as 
a guide to men and women. Silhouetted against a late 
twilight this is an awe-inspiring sight. Dedicated in 
1852, and named for one of its greatest benefactors, 
Sir Lemuel Allen Wilmot, one-time 
Governor of the province, this is 
not a graceful structure but has a 
generous dependable quality about it 
like a kind, plain mother. But the 
earthy, unimaginative style of the 
building is, as it were, redeemed by the 
heaven-pointing finger. It has the 
distinction of being one of only two 
churches in North America with a 
spire topped by a finger pointing up-
wards and was the first of its kind; the 
other is the First Presbyterian Church 
in Port Gibson, Mississippi. A touch 
of modernity in our Fredericton church 
is the lightning-rod on the tip of the 
index finger, which was placed there 
some years ago after the spire was 
badly damaged by lightning. With the 
inimitable humour of the British 
soldier, the spire was called "Thumbs-
up" by the troops garrisoned in 
Fredericton before Confederation. 
On the crest of College Hill, which is 
reached by following a graceful swoop 
of driveway, is the Arts Building of the 
University of New Brunswick, the 
oldest university building in use in 
Canada, completed in 1828. Now sur-
rounded by modern buildings, swarm-
ing with sweat-shirted jean-clad seekers 
of knowledge, this imposing old 
building, with its gracious pillared 
entrance, retains all its dignity of long-
past days and seems wrapped in an 
atmosphere of noble aloofness, sym-
bolic of the stately days of learning. On 
the campus "Up the Hill" is a monu-
ment to the memory of three famous 
Fredericton poets, Sir Charles G. D. 
Roberts, Bliss Carman and Francis 
Joseph Sherman. It is fitting that their 
last resting-place should be in sur-
roundings which inspired many of 
their poems. Looking down from this 
height when the trees are in heavy 
foliage, only the Church spires can be 
seen poking above the tree tops like 
inquisitive fingers, and it is difficult to 
realize that a city lies buried beneath 
the wide sea of green. Beyond this can 
be caught glimpses of the St. John 
River. It is a beautiful view from 
College Hill and one to stir the most 
prosaic imagination. 
The Dominion Experimental Sta-
tion, established in 1912, is a farm 
within a city. The entrance to the nine 
hundred acres which comprise the 
farm is a delight to the eye with the 
impressive display of flowers and 
shrubbery. The rich coloration of the 
precisely plotted flower beds is offset 
by the smooth, green velvety lawns 
where picnickers are welcome to 
spread the contents of their baskets 
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The spire was called "Thumbs-up" by the troops 
beneath the shade trees and relax 
amidst surroundings of peace. This is 
the haunt of the artist endeavouring to 
catch the elusive beauty of a sunset or 
early morning sheen on the gracious 
expanse of river. Topping the northerly 
slope is a grove of birches. Outlined 
against a cobalt sky, memory of their 
white purity and slim grace, is a 
treasured page in the visitor's book of 
. 
memones. 
The Provincial Parliament BuHdings, 
with their solid Corinthian architec-
ture, are a fitting place for the legis-
lators of the province to meet and 
formulate the laws. It is also signi-
ficant, although doubtless from neces-
sity rather than design, that the stone 
used in the construction of this build-
ing should come from remote parts of 
the province, making it a provincial 
building, not only in name, but in fact 
as well. The sandstone was quarried 
in the Dorchester area of Westmorland 
County and the granite is from near 
Hampton, Kings County, a place that 
bears the intriguing name of Spoon 
Island. The stone used in the highway 
bridge also was brought from this same 
locality. At night the flood-lit dome 
gives the impression of a crown atop 
the building where Her Majesty's 
Watch for this oval . . . 
. on service trucks throughout 
New Brunswick, Nova Scotia 
and Prince Edward Island 
It's your guarantee that MUSSENS 
'\Euu.ke 'kJ lud <J lt.elf geJJ, " 
ffilussens Canaaa £imite() 
CONSTRUCTION, LOGGING and INDUSTRIAL EQUIPMENT 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
SALES & SERVICE THROUGHOUT THE MARITIMES 
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Above is old Government House, official 
residence of the Governor from 1828 until 
1893. It is now headquarters of the 
R.C.M.P. At lower right is the nave of 
Christ Church Cathedral. 
Government assembles. This impres-
sion is further enhanced by the Union 
Jack floating high over the large statue 
of Britannia, determinedly holding 
aloft the three-pronged trident. Immed-
iately over the front entrance is a 
carving of Queen Victoria, in which 
the sculptor caught the nobility of Her 
Gracious Majesty in middle life. These 
are carved from the same sandstone as 
the building. Immediately inside over 
the front arch can be seen a carving 
of Prince Albert, frowning down with 
Teutonic taciturnity on all who come 
and go. In the Legislative Chamber the 
scarifying hand of the modern designer 
has not destroyed the luxury of the 
nineteenth century. The heavy velvet 
droops in graceful folds from the 
windows and public gallery, the prisms 
in the priceless chandeliers reflect the 
glinting rays of sunlight and Good 
King George and his Queen Charlotte 
gaze from their portraits with an air 
of slightly amused benevolence. These 
portraits by Sir Joshua Reynolds were 
presented by the British Government. 
A further link with the remote past 
is the Domesday Book which can be 
seen in the Legislative Library. On 
order of William the Conqueror, this 
book was compiled in 1087 or 1086 but 
the present copy is one ordered to be 
printed by George III in its present 
form. A gem of ornithological art may 
also be seen in the library in the John 
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IN NOVA SCOTIA 
The answer to a fifty-year dream 
Deepest causeway in the world is symbol of highway progress 
Here is the answer to a dream that 
Nova Scotia has had since fifty years 
ago, when the project was first con-
ceived. Now, there is a "Road to the 
Isles"-or, rather, to one very im-
portant one, Cape Breton Island. The 
road is the Strait of Canso Causeway-
180' deep in the middle-completed in 
1955 at a cost of over $22 million as 
a co-operative endeavor of the federal 
government and the province. 
No project of this scope can be called 
"typical." Yet it symbolizes Nova Sco-
tia's forward-looking roads program. 
During the last fiscal year, the province 
had a record roads budget of $25 mil-
lion. About 208 miles of new paved 
highway were added, including exten-
sive work on the Trans-Canada High-
way. Prominent in future planning is 
a projected $140-million program of 
bridge reconstruction. 
More and better roads are necessary 
to keep pace with a steadily expanding 
economy such as Nova Scotia's. The 
Canso Causeway, for example, repre-
sents a faster, cheaper way to export 
Cape Breton Island's steel, coal and 
Wherever you see Caterpillar machines working on your roads 
you can be sure your province is getting its money's worth 
A. PICKARD MACHINERY LTD. 
CHARLOTTETOWN 
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
TRACTORS & EQUIPMENT LTD. 
FREDERICTON 
NEW BRUNSWICK 
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wood products - and to attract more 
of a most profitable import ... tourists. 
Eventually, the Strait of Canso 
Causeway will pay for itself many times 
over to the people of Nova Scotia. In 
fact, this can be said of good roads 
everywhere in Canada: they save far 
more than they cost-in lives, time 
and money. 
Caterpillar Tractor Co. 
CATERPILLAR 
Registered Trade Mark 
DIESEL ENGINES · TRACTORS · MOTOR GRADERS 
EARTHMOVING EQUIPMENT 
The Provincial Parliament Buildings with their solid Corinthian architecture 
James Audubon book of bird paintings 
purchased by the New Brunswick 
Government from Louis Philippe of 
France in the 1850's. One of the plates, 
that of the pine siskin or pine finch, 
was painted in the woods around 
Government House, when this famous 
artist was visiting in what he called "the 
pretty Village of Fredericton" in the 
1830's. 
It is significant that the Odell woods 
which are in this section of the city and 
were doubtless visited by Audubon are 
now being preserved in their natural 
state, and the present day ornithologist 
and nature lover will be delighted with 
a trip through these woods with their 
fern-lined paths and picnic sites where 
the pine finch can be seen clinging to 
the graceful, feathery black larch, as 
seen and painted by this lover of birds. 
It is charming to come upon a group 
of outdoor enthusiasts clustered around 
a rough stone fireplace enjoying a meal 
in the open. Bridle~"'paths have been 
cleared and a rider on a graceful 
mount adds a further touch of beauty 
and interest. Leading from the Odell 
woods to the main highway is Rook-
wood A venue, the western end of 
which was formerly known as "Lovers' 
Lane". Enquiry has shown that this 
was an appropriate name for this once-
beautiful and popular walk, the natural 
charm of which has been destroyed by 
the establishment of a sub-division, a 
large apartment house, a factory and 
a warehouse. 
The city's only park is at the 
western section of the city and is 
called Wilmot Park in memory of the 
benefactor previously mentioned in 
this article, through whose generosity 
the land was made available for this 
purpose. In rather amusing contrast 
with the trees and shrubbery, which 
have more or less grown in the way 
nature intended, are a number of ever-
greens upon which some artist with 
the shears keeps constant practice, with 
the result that they resemble huge 
dark-green toadstools. This adds a 
touch of piquancy to an otherwise 
ordinary stretch of parkland. 
The old Government House, official 
residence of the Governor of the Prov-
ince from 1828 until 1893, is directly 
opposite Wilmot Park. During its day 
this impressive stone building was the 
centre of the gay social life of the city 
and many titled and noted personages 
were lavishly entertained there, the 
most distinguished being King Ed-
ward VII, then Prince of Wales, in 
1860. This building is now used as the 
provincial headquarters of the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police and the 
corridors which in the Gay Nineties 
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IT TAI(ES 
YOU 
(Our Customer) 
TO MAI(E A GREAT STORE 
Eighty-two years ago Creaghan's 
came to YOU ... and with YOU has 
grown ... for it is YOU who make 
the world go around ... YOU who 
make progress . . . and it takes 
YOU to make a great store ..• a 
store with ideas ... vision ... spirit 
... a store that is part of YOU in 
New Brunswick. 
Founded with these thoughts in 
1nind J. D. CREAGHAN CO. LTD., 
New Brunswick's leading department 
stores of today, has gone hand in 
hand with YOU ... striving always 
to find new and better ways to serve 
YOU . . . to bring YOU fashion's 
finest ... and to offer YOU the best, 
1nost reliable merchandise at prices 
that are right. 
Creaghan's is a store founded on its 
faith in YOU ... thousands upon 
thousands like YOU •.. well-served 
customers. In the future, as in the 
past, the same high standard of 
merchandising and efficient service 
that has established Creaghan's as 
New Brunswick's leading depart-
ment stores will continue to be 
maintained. 
Thank YOU for coming to 
Creaghan's ... We enjoy hav-
ing YOU! 
It's the NEXT 82 years 
that count! 
Our staff in all departments 
are now making plans for your 
Christmas shopping. 
J. D. CREAGHAN 
COMPANY LIMITED 
4 Modern Stores at 
NEWCASTLE 
FREDERICTON 
CHATHAM 
MONCTON 
To Serve YOU 
UNIVERSITY 
OF 
NEW 
BRUNSWICK 
i\ modern university for n1en and 
women, situated in Fredericton, the 
beautiful capital city of Ne,v Bruns-
wick. The Faculty of Law is main-
tained in Saint John. 
Graduate and Undergraduate 
Degree Courses 
Arts (B.A., M.A.) ; Sciences ( B.Sc., 
M.Sc., Ph.D.) ; Engineering- Civil, 
Mechanical, Electrical ( B.Sc., 
M.Sc.) ; Forestry ( B.Sc., M.Sc.) ; 
Law· (B.C.L.); Education (B.Ed., 
M.Ed., B. of Teaching) ; Business 
Adn1inistration ( B.B.A.) 
And introducing a netv four-year 
program for the degree 
Bachelor of Physical Education 
(Three-year Certificate Courses 
available in Chen1ical and Mining 
Engineering) 
For full particulars about courses, 
scholarships and other academic in-
formation, write: 
THE REGISTRAR 
University of New Brunswick, 
Fredericton, N.B. 
A monument on the University of New Brunswick campus commemorates three famous 
Fredericton poets. In the background is the Arts Building, the oldest university building 
in use in Canada. 
echoed light footsteps and gay laughter 
now resound to the spurred military 
tread of the scarlet-coated members of 
the Force. Spacious, well-kept grounds 
surround the building, sloping gently 
to the river in the rear. 
At the lower end of the city is 
Christ Church Cathedral, the first 
cathedral founded on British soil since 
the Norman Conquest in 1066. The 
building was consecrated in 1853 and 
the magnificent Gothic architecture, 
surrounded by a tree-studded close, is 
a beauty spot in all seasons of the 
year. It is a delightful touch of the Old 
Country with its intricately designed 
pinnacles and buttresses on the exterior 
and the nave modelled after St. Mary's 
Church at Snettisham, in Norfolk, 
England. In summer, the changing play 
of sunlight and shadow through the 
elms and oaks on the spacious grounds 
of the close is a restful and soul-
refreshing sight, equalled only in a cold 
brittle manner by the tracery of bare 
branches on the pure white snow of 
winter. Three huge white birches add 
an arresting touch to the scene. On a 
14 
long summer afternoon, this is a place 
for reflection and repose with the 
languid flow of the broad St. John 
River heightening the air of peace. 
Sir Thomas Carleton, the province's 
first Governor, chose the name Fred-
ericton in honour of Frederick, Duke 
of York, Bishop of Osnabriick, second 
son of George III. The influence of 
George III is also felt in the city at the 
present time in the naming of the first 
five streets; Queen and King Streets 
for the Royal family, Brunswick for 
the House of Brunswick and George 
and Charlotte Streets for King George 
and Queen Charlotte. At one time, the 
heavy, unmusical name of Osnabriick 
was considered. 
The sunsets of this city are memor-
able, especially in autumn. Looking 
upriver from the highway bridge, what 
was formerly called St. Anne's Point 
juts out with a back-drop of brilliant 
colours, which are reflected on the 
river with undiminished clarity. Start-
ing at the upper end of Brunswick 
Street to get the full effect of the after-
glow on the fall-tinted leaves of the 
THE CRUISALONG 
Length 15' Beatu 60" 
26" Transorn Depth 
Motor Re<·onnn~nded 
35 H.P. 
Depth 
1C:l !' " ,) / 2 • 
up to 
The Cruisalong is built by 
the fan1ous Canvas Covered 
Construction and the tough 
seamless outer covering give::, 
many years of hard service, 
and the advantage of a boat 
that requires no soaking up 
periods before using. 
THE REGENT 
Length 15' Beatn 67" 
31" Transotn Depth 
Motor Recommended 
35 H.P. 
Depth 
15¥2 ,, 
up to 
Revolutionary new is the best 
way to describe the Chest-
nut Regent - New Transon1 
Design - New built in Spray 
Rails - New Mahogany Deck 
- and completely equipped to 
give added boating pleasure 
and armchair comfort. 
look to the famous line 
of boats that offer: 
STYLING 
SAFETY 
FAMILY APPEAL 
YEARS OF BOAT 
BUILDING KNOW HOW 
Write Today For Your 
CHEST N UT 
CANOE CATALOGUE 
Dealer Inquiries Invited 
FOR BOATING ENTHUSIASTS 
AND MARINE DEALERS 
THE P A THFINDER 
CANOES 
Length 14' Beam 58" Depth 26" Transom Depth 15lf2" Motor 
Recommended up to 35 H.P. 
Of Moulded Mahogany Plywood construction the Pathfinder 
offers "longer boat life" - "a clipper style prow" - high 
flaring sides - and natural finished mahogany top sides. 
This boat has plenty of eye appeal both inside and out. 
Chestnut, the World's Largest Canoe Manu-
fa<·turer offers the greatest assortment of 
Canvas Covered Canoes in an assortment of 
sizes and shapes. Ea<·h designed to serve a 
parti<'ular purpose and to do the joh the 
n1ost practi<'al and inexpensive way. 
FIBERGLAS'' 
I . ••• · ·· · · ·· ••••• -··· ..... , ............... •00 ( ............ Ill •• 
FIBERGLAS CA!'\ADA LIMITED 
INDUSTRIAL PRODUCTS DISTRIBUTORS 
for 
NEW BRUNSWICK · NOVA SCOTIA · PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
~ an<fb e 
... limited 
Rookwood Ave. Fredericton, N.B. 
Telephone G R 5-5012 
Stocking a complete line of Fiberglas Industrial Products 
as well as 
Fiberglas Roof Insulation, Fiberglas Perimeter Insulation, 
Fiberglas Acoustical Materials, Fiberglas DUST-STOP 
Filters and Fiberglas Tank jackets. 
*T.M. Regd. 
YORK BRAND FLOORING 
BIRCH, BEECH AND MAPLE 
First, Second, Third and Fourth Grades 
25/32 x l %", 2~" and 3~" widths 
33/32 x 2~" and 3V4" widths 
Wh0lesale 
Truck and Carload Lots 
Special prices on 6 to 11 inch lengths 
Phone Salesman - Fredericton 5508 
YORK FLOORING MILLS 
---------------LIMITED---------------
MILL OFFICE 
P.O. BOX 100 
PHONE 5392 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
• 
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LOBD 
BEAVERBROOK 
HOTEL 
A modern hotel in a beautiful 
parkland setting on the banks 
of the picturesque St.john River 
ISO COMFORTABLE ROOMS 
FIREPROOF 
PARKING SPACE 
MODERATE RATES 
FAMILY PLAN 
G. C. CHERRY 
Manager 
FREDERICTON 
NEW BRUNSWICK 
ASSOCIATED DESIGNERS 
AND 
INSPECTORS 
CONSULTING ENGINEERING 
AND 
ARCHITECTURAL SERVICES 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
P.O. BOX 44 PHONE 9203 
Distributors for 
• Royal Typewriters 
• Odhner Adding Machines 
• Edison V oicewriters 
• Executone Communication 
Systems 
Rentals .•• Sales ••• Repairs 
R. R. HARRIS LTD. 
6 WEST MARKET STREET 
MONCTON, N.B. 
Tel. EVergreen 4-4337 
trees arching overhead, then out by the 
Parliament Building to "the green", to 
finish the stroll to the end of Waterloo 
Row is an effort that is well rewarded. 
"The Poets' Corner of Canada" is a 
well-chosen phrase for a place that can 
boast such breath-taking loveliness 
through the four seasons of the year. 
An impressive statue of Bobby Burns 
is placed at the upper end of "the 
green" which portrays him with a 
posthumous dignity sorely lacking in 
his mortal life. In this section also is 
an elm tree with the distinction of 
having the widest branch spread in 
Canada. 
The St. John River, which adds so 
materially to the pleasantness of this 
city, rises in the State of Maine and 
drains a twenty-six thousand square 
mile area and was called by the Indians 
"Wool-ahs-took", meaning "beautiful 
river" in their language. As always, the 
Indian names are appropriately sym-
bolic. The present name was bestowed 
by Champlain and DeMonts, who dis-
covered it on the day of St. John the 
Baptist, June 24th, 1604, and so it has 
remained to the present time. In its 
long course of four hundred and fifty 
miles there is no loss of its charm and 
grace but it is nowhere lovelier than 
here. It is fascinating to sit on a bench 
on "the green" and recreate in the mind 
the bustling, colourful scenes of river 
activity in the early days when this was 
the only artery of transportation from 
Quebec to Acadia and was used by the 
French, English and Indians. It has a 
strong and vigorous heritage. Later 
came the era of the river boats and up 
until a few years ago a passenger and 
freight boat with the down-to-earth 
name of the D. J. Purdy plied be-
tween Fredericton and Saint John. This 
was a popular tourist attraction and 
many passengers reserved a cabin for a 
week at a time, arriving in Fredericton 
one day and back to Saint John the 
following morning and so on. They 
found this a restful and enjoyable 
manner of spending a holiday. 
In Officers' Square has recently been 
erected a statue of the city's great 
benefactor, Lord Beaverbrook. The 
bold, rugged strength of this work of 
the Maltese sculptor Apap is a suitable 
tribute to this bold, rugged man, who 
has contributed so generously to the 
cultural and educational enrichment of 
the city. Also in this Square is the 
Officers' Barracks, opened in 1828 to 
house the officers of the Imperial 
Regiments stationed here at that time. 
This is all aligned into an atmosphere 
of plain dignity and strength and it is to 
be hoped that no attempt will be made 
to plant plots of dainty flowers in this 
fundamentally masculine atmosphere. 
This would be most inappropriate as 
strength is beauty. 
P.-Mcl.-QUALITY WORK 
AND DRESS FOOTWEAR 
AT SENSIBLE PRICES 
From hardwearing "lace to toe" 
high cut boots to Dress Oxfords 
with the style and comfort that 
smart men like, 
Palmer-McLellan 
makes 'em all and at 
prices everybody likes. 
K3889'Y2 
K3860Y2 
Here is just a 
small selection 
from our latest 
catalogue-one of Canada's 
most complete. So if you're 
looking for fine footwear -
boots for special industries 
or shoes for special occasions, go see 
your P.-McL. dealer or ask for 
prices direct from 
PALMER -McLELLAN 
FREDERICTON • NEW BRUNSWICK 
IF YOU'RE BUILDING ANYTHING 
ANYWHERE IN THE 
• • • 
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t antic I rovtnces 
SPECIFY BRICK AND 
MASONRY PRODUCTS 
MADE BY SHAW 
In cities, towns and throughout the country, more 
and more people are specifying brick, tile, block, 
pipe and pre-cast concrete and Thermocrete pro-
ducts made by SHAW. 
It pays to build with permanent, strong, safe and 
economical masonry products made in the nine 
modern plants of 
L.E.SHA, LTD~ 
HEAD OFFICE, HALIFAX, N.S. 
Plants at 
HALIFAX - DARTMOUTH - LANTZ - NEW GLASGOW-
SYDNEY - SAINT JOHN - FREDERICTON - CHIPMAN 
TUBULAR STEEL OR ALUMINUM 
Priced to fit Every Budget 
Choose from RUSCO'S popular priced 
aluminum models, or luxurious extra 
strong tubular steel finished in your 
choice of 1 4 beautiful decorator colours. 
EASY BUDGET TERMS 
ELIGIBLE FOR HOME 
IMPROVEMENT LOANS 
CALL TO·DAV 
FOR HOME DEMONSTRATION & ESTIMATES 
THERE IS ABSOLUTELY NO OBLIGATION 
PHILIPS 
TV 
RADIO 
Hi-Fi 
NEILL'S 
FIRST IN QUALITY 
Established 1838 
Call at our up-to-date Elec· 
trical and Appliance store, 
see the revolutionary neu' 
models for 1958 by Philips 
now on display. 
JAMES S. NEILL 
& SONS, LIMITED 
RUSCO WINDOWS OF N.B. 5 stores on Queen Street 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 5 YEARS EXPERIENCE THROUGHOUT THE PROVINCE 
25,000 windows and doors now installed 
65 Spring Garden Rd. - HALIFAX 
901 Victoria Sq. - MONTREAL 
85 Richmond St. W. - TORONTO 
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Operating Radio Station C F N B 
BANK 
WINNIPEG - 195 Portage Ave. E. 
CALGARY - 513 Eighth Ave. W. 
VANCOUVER - 475 Howe St. 
has nearly every advantage of a great city 
WE RECOGNIZE our natural advant-
ages with realism of recent years 
spent facing fairly rapid expansion 
problems. We accept our respons-
ibilities for solving difficulties and 
building for the future. 
Present information would in-
dicate continued growth for Freder-
icton-the fastest growing city in the 
Maritimes, which, in the past ten 
and twenty years has outstripped all 
others. Projecting our aims and 
planning to the foreseeable future, 
it is my thought that Nashwaaksis 
and Barker's Point will be absorbed 
into the Fredericton orbit, thereby 
increasing our area by about seven 
square miles and increasing our 
population by approximately 6,000. 
Fredericton combines the right 
balance of cultural and recreational 
Jn keeping with a fine tradition. 
This popular Hartt style features 
selected Aniline Calf, trim 
and neat in appearance 
with triple sole. 
by Mayor William T. Walker 
Mayor William T. Walker 
Style 
641 
AT BEnER SHOE STORES ACROSS CANADA Factory FreclericfOtJ, N. B. 
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living in a growing community-
parks, shops, golf course, the beauti-
ful Saint John River, industrial sites, 
theatres, a projected new recrea-
tional centre by the Y.M.C.A., the 
multi-million dollar art gallery now 
being erected by that wonderful 
benefactor and great Canadian, 
Lord Beaverbrook, the admirable 
old University of New Brunswick-
the fastest growing university east 
of Montreal, attracting students 
from all over the world, whose pro-
jected student body will reach 2,500 
by 1960. Fredericton also boasts one 
of the finest school systems in 
Canada. 
Fredericton is the mother city to 
Camp Gagetown, Canada's largest 
army training centre. Fredericton is 
hub to New Brunswick's fabulous 
mining developments. 
Yes, Fredericton is in the heart of 
New Brunswick's great natural re-
sources as well as being the distribut-
ing centre for all parts of New 
Brunswick. Fredericton cannot re-
main static. This old historic city, 
full of vitality, will go forward 
developing her many new frontiers. 
The challenge of to-morrow holds 
more interest for the people than 
yesterday's success. With unified 
and enthusiastic effort, Fredericton 
will increase in stature and im-
portance. 
I am very proud and highly 
honoured to be Mayor of this great 
Capital City of New Brunswick 
during this period. 
SHADOWS 
Silvered shadows softly creeping 
Lined with autumn's brilliant gold, 
Lengthen out across the woodland 
As the sunset's rays unfold. 
Silvered shadows must remind us 
That the autumn days have passed. 
But the glory of the autumn 
In November's arms is cast. 
BERTHA OGILVIE ARCHIBALD 
From the Cane Fields of the British West Indies through 
the Saint John Refinery to the Canadian Consumer from 
Winnipeg to St. John's, Newfoundland 
' ATLANTIC SUGAR REFINERIES LTD 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. and MONTREAL, QUE. 
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Sunset, Montego Bay, Ja1naica 
Where the Trade Winds Blow 
A ONE TIME, the only tourists the Jamaicans ever saw were those who could afford to escape 
Canada's cold winter by spending the 
months on a tropical island. However, 
the summer tourist trade has been 
expanding rapidly, and within another 
five years the Tourist Board hopes to 
double the already booming tourist 
industry, mainly by an increase in 
summer visitors. 
Unfortunately, only fifteen per cent 
of Jamaica's tourists come from 
Canada, doubtless because of the time 
involved in ship travel and of the cost 
by air. Eight airlines land at Kingston 
and Montego Bay airports, and because 
so many Americans fly down from 
New York and across from Miami, the 
American dollar is better known than 
the Canadian and used by tourists even 
more than Jamaica's sterling. It is to 
your advantage, then, to buy travellers' 
cheques in U.S. funds, pocketing the 
premium. This also benefits Canada by 
helping to reduce our current American 
currency glut. 
TCA has a Montreal-Toronto-
Tampa-Kingston service, as well as a 
Halifax to New York run; here you 
may board BOAC for Nassau and 
Kingston, with stopover privileges. 
There are any number of Caribbean 
bv HELEN CLAIRE H OWES 
" 
Copyright, Helen Claire Howes, 1957 
cruise ships, and several shipping lines 
with passenger accommodation. 
Jamaica, the largest of the British 
West Indies Islands, is one hundred 
forty-eight miles long and fifty-two 
miles at its widest point with an area of 
four thousand four hundred eleven 
square miles, of which less than nine 
hundred are flat. The highest peak, 
Blue Mountain, is seven thousand 
four hundred two feet, but there are 
many tall peaks in Jamaica's ranges 
where springs give birth to forty swift 
rivers that flow north or south into the 
sea. 
Jamaica's population is only one and 
one half million, but considered over-
populated because much land is un-
workable; crops are cultivated on 
terraced hillsides so steep as to be 
easily navigated only by goats. In the 
Blue Mountains, market produce must 
be carried down on the heads of farmer 
and family to the burro tied at the 
bottom. 
The government has done much to 
improve farming techniques and the 
island's livestock; there are now four 
registered Jamaican breeds of cattle. 
The protein content of the diet is being 
raised by breeding fish in government 
pools from which fingerlings are 
distributed to farmers for pond culture. 
21 
The few factories in Jamaica are 
inadequate to supply the needs of the 
people for manufactured goods, or to 
employ the young people whom more 
education has fitted for work in 
factories, offices, and the professions. 
This lack, and the shortage of farm 
land has resulted in extensive unem-
ployment- one hundred thousand at 
the present. 
Only fifteen hundred are employed 
by Canada's Alumina Jamaica Ltd., 
although the company has invested 
one hundred million dollars there. The 
bauxite is reduced to alumina before 
being shipped to Kitimat. Jamaica also 
exports sugar, bananas and citrus 
fruits, but none to Canada for lack of 
refrigerated shipping space, coconut 
products, coffee, cocoa, pimento (all-
spice), and rum. However, her imports 
exceed her exports, and the govern-
ment hopes that the tourist trade will 
soon more than offset the unfavourable 
trade balance. 
One reason for the former slow 
growth of the tourist trade was that 
people thought the winter season 
(mid-December to mid-April) the only 
time to visit Jamaica, and the growing 
popularity of summer vacationing there 
is the realization that Jamaican sum-
mers are no hotter the.n summer~ in 
Royal Bank Manager watches Barbados* 
molasses being shipped to Canada 
Down on the dock, this Barbados branch manager is 
~~seeing off'' a shipment of molasses as it is piped 
aboard. He has more than a casual interest. The 
Royal Bank helped the exporter to buy from local 
producers by providing necessary financing. It looked 
after exchange; arranged a Letter of Credit; took 
care of other financial details that are part of the 
process of trade bet"\\'"een nations. In addition, this 
Royal Bank manager supplies his export customers 
with first-hand information on Canadian markets, 
buying habits, economic trends. 
Canadian businessmen, in turn, can benefit from 
his on-the-ground knowledge of trade opportunities 
in the West Indies area. You can get in touch with 
him through your own local Royal Bank branch. 
*Established in Barbados since 1911 
THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA 
Over 87 S branches in Canada, the West Indies, Central and South America; 
offices in New York, London and Paris. 
ASSETS EXCEED 3V2 BILLION DOLLARS 
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many Canadian cities. The averages 
recorded in Kingston over the past 
thirty-seven years have been 76.8 
degrees in December, and only 80.9 
degrees in June and 81.4 degrees in 
July. 
Kingston, at sea level, has the highest 
temperature; it is cooler in the hills 
which rise everywhere. Moreover, 
Jamaica has the advantage of the never-
failing Trade Winds. Except for a lull 
at sunrise and sunset, the cooling 
breeze blows off the sea throughout 
the day, and all night long the fresh 
wind sweeps down from the hills. 
Every building is constructed for sum-
mer living with wide, dim verandahs 
and breezeways. Parks and gardens are 
shaded with flowering trees-jacar-
anda, poinciana, plumbago, acacia, 
frangipani, woman's tongue (it clacks), 
red-fruited ackee, and literally thous-
ands more. Bougainvillrea climbs 
over every garden gate; hibiscus and 
allamanda border the walks and royal 
palms line the avenues. Centuries-old 
silk-cotton trees and the guango fill 
the pastures, while flame-of-the-forest 
and mountain pride grow wild, as do 
many fruit trees. 
Another misconception is that 
"spring rains" spoil that season, but 
during three weeks last spring it rained 
during the night only twice, and all 
one morning-a hard warm rain that 
MAURETANIA 
Plan now for a fun-filled 
escape from Winter to 
West Indies and South 
America. See us soon. 
Feb. II · 18 days · $S2S up 
Mar. S · IS days · $42S up 
Mar. 22 · IS days · $400 up 
Apr. 8 · 12 days· $31S up 
Edgar Sillett 
john Saunders 
People's Travel Service 
81 PRINCE WILLIAM ST. 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
ended with rainbows, and diamonds 
on everything. 
Over the last thirty-five years, the 
average number of days on which rain 
fell in December, May, and July is 
nine. The highest average is fourteen 
in October, when the fall rains come. 
The northeast end of the island has the 
highest rainfall, as well as the highest 
mountain ranges. 
The mountains that make for hard 
farming and beautiful scenery create 
difficult driving conditions. The hair-
pin turns force the driver to lean on 
the horn and swing the wheel constant-
ly. At least he has the wheel to hang 
onto; his passengers just roll from side 
to side and anticipate a herd of goats 
around the corner, a meandering pig, 
or a tall straight-backed woman with 
a prodigious basket atop her head. It 
may hold a bright load of mangoes, 
breadfruit and pawpaws, or even some 
fat hens and ducks, amazingly placid 
on their last ride. 
If you think you can keep on the left 
side of the road under these conditions, 
rent a small English car from one of 
the many agencies; it can be delivered 
to the airport. You must cross the 
island many times to do it justice, and 
all the roads are beautiful. A car will 
cost you from seven to ten dollars a 
day, plus four to seven cents a mile. 
Gas costs forty-four cents a gallon. 
Your own driver's license is sufficient, 
with a permit obtained if you can 
"read a motor car number plate at a 
distance of twenty-five yards". 
If you don't want this responsibility, 
you can use limousines (air-conditioned 
Cadillac if economy means nothing to 
you) but agree first on the return fare. 
If you rely on taxis, use metered cabs. 
However, a diesel train runs from 
Kingston to Montego Bay for four 
dollars and to Port Antonio for two 
dollars, whereas the auto shuttle 
service between these points costs 
thirteen-fifty and seven-fifty respect-
ively. These three communities, and 
the long north shore, are the main 
tourist areas 
Kingston has many excellent hotels, 
several with swimming pools. Daily 
winter rates run from eight to eighteen 
dollars for a single with bath, including 
meals. Two miles out of Kingston you 
may have a single with bath for five 
dollars a day, meals included, in a 
lawn-surrounded home. Buses and 
taxis run into town. 
If you are a light sleeper and are 
holidaying on a budget, this accom-
modation is a wise choice. There are 
less barking dogs and no more crow-
ing roosters than in the centre of the 
city. The Jamaican housewife firmly 
believes that chickens become neurotic 
and won't lay unless there is a rooster 
in the flock-a man about their house. 
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Fortifications at Port Royal, Jamaica 
There are no regulations about keeping 
livestock in the city and, at one hotel, 
when the turn-over of guests becomes 
uneconomical, the proprietor buys up 
for the deep-freeze all the roosters 
within hearing distance. Their almost 
immediate replacement by younger 
brothers hints of a rooster-selling 
racket. 
While in Kingston, don't fail to 
visit Port Royal on the tip of the 
Palisadoes where traces of its former 
fame and infamy remain. The silver 
communion service, still in use, was 
presented to the church by bold, bad 
Sir Henry Morgan, who is said to have 
stolen it from Panama, which he sacked 
and burned. To Port Royal were 
brought the chests of gold and jewels 
from pirated Spanish galleons and 
cathedrals of ravished cities. Its reck-
less spending and licentiousness earned 
it the reputation of being "the wealth-
iest and wickedest city on earth". 
Its swagger came to a violent and 
sudden end in 1692 when an Act of 
God in the form of an earthquake 
pushed Port Royal into the sea with 
23 
three thousand of her inhabitants. 
(Think of the sermons that calamity 
inspired!) Those who survived, shaken 
in conscience as well as in body, fled 
across the harbour and founded 
Kingston. Port Royal was built up as 
a naval base, the headquarters of 
Britain's West Indies Fleet. Horatio 
Nelson was at one time in charge of 
the batteries. You may walk on his 
Quarter Deck, visit the church he 
attended, built in 1725, and see the 
. . 
communion service. 
In Kingston itself, the museum at 
the Institute of Jamaica is very 
interesting, and the Hope Botanic 
Gardens very beautiful against their 
backdrop of foothills. On Saturday, the 
park is filled with brown-skinned, 
bright-eyed children in gay summer 
cottons. There is a fine collection of 
orchids there, every type of tropical 
tree and shrub, and a lovely lake filled 
with water lilies. Around Kingston 
there are fine golf courses, racing, 
cricket and polo to watch. There is 
plenty to do in the starlit, jasmine-
scented evenings too; there are floor 
IS THE COLOUR OF SUN 
on Barbados where tall sugar cane 
ripens into the rich goodness made 
famous in molasses by 
()\TEll 
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shows at night clubs with calypso 
bands, and movie houses open to the 
sky. 
If you drive west along the south 
shore to Black River you may shoot 
crocodile, if you call that sport. You 
need not worry about poisonous 
snakes in Jamaica. The mongoose was 
imported to rid the island; this being 
accomplished, the unsolved problem 
is to oust the chicken-killing mon-
goose. Nor need you fear sharks at the 
beaches because the surrounding reefs 
keep the sharks out. 
One occupation of which the woman 
tourist never tires is shopping. King-
ston is the most economical shopping 
centre although there are native handi-
craft and In Bond shops all over the 
island. These duty-free stores carry 
beautiful wares from all over the 
world. Purchases are sent direct to the 
airport. At all resorts you will find 
exquisite embroidery, handwoven silks 
and wools, handblocked prints. An 
Irish linen sleeveless dress of cut-out 
embroidery sells for around thirty-five 
dollars with alterations at no extra 
cost. 
Harbour Street shops are filled with 
handcrafts in wood, ceramic, silver 
and shell, fine watercolours and oils, 
and beautiful furniture made of native 
woods. There are, of course, some 
poorly made goods and the usual 
tourist traps, but you will learn to 
avoid these. The tiny figures made of 
balata, the native rubber, make unique 
. 
souvemrs. 
Victoria Crafts Market has simply 
everything in straw at prices that 
demand extreme control on your part. 
An attractive hat of jippa-jappa straw 
dotted with raffia flowers costs only 
one dollar; a well-made handbag, 
lined and zippered, costs three dollars, 
and a lined basket, also beflowered, 
costs four dollars. Remen1ber the 
weight restrictions imposed on air 
luggage for, unless you are strong-
minded, you will arrive at the airport 
with two or three of these baskets, 
overflowing like cornucopias. 
The mention of luggage brings up 
the important question: What to take 
to Jamaica? Cotton or terylene dresses 
(the maids are glad to do laundry), 
two bathing suits, beach coat and 
shoes, Bermuda shorts and shirts, a 
cocktail dress or two if you expect to 
stay at a big hotel, a light shorty for 
the winter season, a wool or silk stole 
for summer, and a plastic raincoat. 
You can have garments made at 
reasonable prices, and buy anything 
you require ready made. 
If you prefer the sunning-swimming 
holiday exclusively, spend your time 
on the north shore between Montego 
Bay and Port Antonio. In the winter, 
you can pay from twenty to thirty-six 
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dollars a day for a single with bath and 
patio at the largest hotel on a coral 
sand beach where every kind of enter-
tainment is included as well as food 
for a gourmet. Or you can pay twelve 
dollars a day, meals included, in a 
small hotel. Practically all rates are 
reduced from mid-April on. There are 
also many good guest houses for five 
to ten dollars a day, with meals, and 
many resort cottages for families, 
maid service included. 
Montego Bay is a good shopping 
centre, but more expensive. There are 
many famous hotels and beaches here, 
with excellent recreational facilities, of 
which riding is one of the most 
popular. You may water-ski and skin-
dive here too. If you want to sight-see, 
it is only a short trip down to Frome, 
the largest sugar-cane factory in the 
Commonwealth. Along the north 
shore, driving east from Montego Bay, 
visit the shop of the St. Ann Weavers, 
and Noel Coward's "Design for 
Living" shop at Port Maria. 
Continue on to Port Antonio for the 
most beautiful panorama in the West 
Indies. From the hilltop six hundred 
feet above the town, the wide-angled 
lens of your eyes takes in the coastline 
for miles, the double bay forming two 
harbours separated by a little peninsula 
that holds the town. Just beyond, a 
wooded island lies in the turquoise-
streaked, indigo-splashed blue water, 
• ..t:,;a. ~ 
A coral sand beach in Ocho Rios. Jamaica 
frilled with lace where the surf breaks 
on the reefs. Ella Wheeler Wilcox 
called it "the most exquisite harbour 
on earth, with five distinct colours in 
the bay". 
Port Antonio is interesting. You can 
watch a banana boat loading to the 
rhythm of "Day-0", or drive down to 
Castleton Botanical Garden. If you 
feel fit, you may climb Blue Mountain 
Peak on a mule- more sure-footed 
than a horse. A view from the Peak 
is superb and your colour films at least 
will make you glad you made the 
effort. 
About picture-taking in general; all 
supplies are available, including colour 
film, which Jamaica demands. Use 
your exposure metre as conscientiously 
as your sun-tan cream because the light 
is very brilliant. Ask permission of 
adults (without fail) before you snap; 
have pennies ready for children. You 
may not understand the speech of the 
market-women you want to photograph 
but their meaning will leave no doubt. 
One glance will freeze your hand on 
the button. The educated Jamaican 
speaks a beautiful Oxford English 
with a slightly Irish lilt with Welsh 
overtones. 
From Port Antonio, go rafting on 
the Rio Grande. Seven miles up river 
you board a twenty-foot bamboo raft. 
Sitting two on a raised seat at the 
stern, you are poled down the winding 
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river by a native raftsman. Carry your 
camera and wear either sport clothes 
or bathing suit. Some swim on the way; 
others fish. Some learn about nature 
and native life along the banks. If you 
are a woman travelling alone, have no 
fear. The concern of your raftsman for 
your comfort will make you feel like 
the Queen of Sheba on her royal barge, 
a boost to your ego that contributes no 
end to a satisfactory vacation. 
You will like Jamaica and her people. 
On the home flight, loaded with over-
flowing baskets, wild schemes for an 
early return visit will run through your 
brain as you gaze wistfully through 
the window at the blue-green waters 
receding into the distance. 
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Fredericton 
New Brunswick 
The present First Sea Lord when he 
conzmanded the HK" class destroyer 
flotilla in the early days of the war. 
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H.M.S. Kelly 
Lord Louis Mounthatten, now Admiral of the Fleet Earl 
Mountbatten of Burma and First Sea Lord, was the youngest 
captain in the Royal Navy when he "\Vas promoted two years 
before the war. 
He commanded the ''K'' class flotilla of destroyers in 
1939. His flotilla-leader H.M.S. Kelly ltad been refitted after the 
first of a sensational succession of exploits that were to make 
her world famous, when he invited the writer to sail with him 
on a ''sweep'' in the North Sea. 
0 N THE MORNING of Wednesday, December 13th, 1939, I was awakened at 6 :45 a.m. by the 
sleeping-car attendant on the Northern 
Express from London, with a cup of 
tea. I gulped it down with two pink and 
white tablets- (! had heard that 
destroyers rolled through nearly 180°), 
washed, shaved and dressed in fifteen 
minutes, and at 7 o'clock I stepped off 
the train at Newcastle-upon-Tyne. On 
the platform was Commander Evans, 
Flotilla Engineer Officer from the 
destroyer flotilla-leader Kelly. Together 
we walked across to the hotel and 
waited while search was made for a 
very important parcel consigned to the 
Kelly that should have been on the 
train. It was not. 
A motor-car was waiting to take us 
to Hawthorn Leslies' shipbuilding 
yards. We drove through dismal streets 
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in the cold grey of the morning and 
stopped outside a small gate. We 
entered on foot. Inside was intense and 
noisy activity. A clatter of riveting and 
hammering of plates came from three 
ships in the stocks, a mine-layer and 
two destroyers. The Kelly lay along-
side. We went aboard and I saluted. 
Lord Louis Mountbatten greeted me 
on deck and took me below down a 
steep little ladder and into his cabin. 
It was a replica of his mock cabin built 
into his penthouse on the top of Brook 
House overlooking Hyde Park in 
London. It was a large L-shaped room 
with a long desk equipped with a 
dictaphone and a multiplicity of gad-
gets along the end wall, or bulkhead, 
and it was hidden from sight by the 
angle on entry. Facing the door was a 
stacked bookcase of light ship's ma-
hogany, along whjch were arranged 
Lady Louis Mountbatten-a pre-war portrait. 
photographs of his wife, and their 
daughters Patricia and Pamela, his 
brother-in-law King Alphonso, the 
Duke and Duchess of Kent, Mrs. 
Norton, Madame Letellier, his brother 
Lord Milford Haven and his father 
Admiral of the Fleet Prince Louis of 
Batten berg. The walls of the cabin were 
pale green, the sofa and chairs covered 
with bright orange-and-brick material, 
the carpet brown. An adjoining sleep-
ing cabin and bathroom were decora-
ted in the same pale green with built-in 
cupboards, shiny chromium fittings and 
white-patterned chintz curtains. Break-
fast was spread on a large mahogany 
table, kippers, eggs and bacon, toast 
and steaming hot coffee. After we had 
eaten it we went around the ship to 
meet some of the officers, but first 
Mountbatten wrote out for my guid-
an?e a list of their names, ranks, ap-
pointments, nicknames and badges of 
rank. It was the work of a moment. 
I stuffed it into my pocket that morning 
and reproduce it on the next page. 
I learnt that the Kelly and the 
Mohawk would have sailed that morn-
ing at 8 a.m. had it not been for the 
non-arrival of the parcel which con-
tained a vital piece of directing gear 
for the guns. Without it we could not 
sail. The Kelly had been refitted on 
account of buckled plates and other 
damage resulting from having almost 
turned turtle in a wild sea chasing a 
German warship. She was lashed by 
the huge waves and rolled until the 
soles of the officers' boots left imprints 
on the wardroom deckhead, or ceiling. 
Though repainted from stem to stern, 
that deckhead had been left as a re-
minder of the occasion. "I don't believe 
any other destroyer would have stayed 
afloat," Mountbatten said. 
The Mohawk, due to sail with the 
Kelly, had been bombed in the Firth 
of Forth when her captain and six 
members of the crew were killed. After 
refitting in !fawthorn Leslies' yards, 
she \Vas getting away to sea with her 
new captain when a second accident 
had befallen her. She was being towed 
round by a tug, a second tug in attend-
ance. The first tug signalled her to back 
away from the jetty. As she backed, the 
second tug tried to swing round her 
stern and had rammed her hard. So 
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she had to go back for a second re-
fitting. Now both destroyers were 
ready to sail except for the missing 
gunnery gear of the Kelly. 
By 10 :00 a.m. there was still no 
news of the gear. Someone told of 
"Lord Haw-Haw" having broadcast 
from Germany the previous evening 
a boast that the Kelly and the 
Mohawk were shut up in Newcastle. 
"He must have known about the gear," 
one of the officers said jokingly, "there 
must have been sabotage on the train." 
At 10:25 a.m. I was on the deck 
with Mountbatten when Lieutenant 
Dunsterville ("Flags," Signal and Wire-
less Officer, as my "guide" told me) 
handed him a signal. Mountbatten's 
expression changed as he read the mes-
sage. "The mouth of the river is closed 
to all ships on account of mines", he 
said. A further despatch reported that 
a trawler had been mined in the night. 
Minesweepers had been sent out in the 
morning. One had been blown up with 
a loss of ten lives. Mountbatten's 
comment: "That's what the Germans 
meant by 'shutting us up in New-
castle'. If our gunnery gear hadn't been 
lost, we would have sailed at eight. I 
even tried to borrow the Mohawk's but 
that was refused. Our lives depended 
on those two chances. You'd have had 
the shortest attachment to the Navy on 
record, Mike. Out at eight. Down at 
ten." 
During the rest of the morning 
Mountbatten attended to his duties 
and saw a succession of officers. At 
noon we visited the wardroom and I 
was introduced to those I had not al-
ready met. There were fourteen of them 
on board, excluding Mountbatten, and 
they were easy to memorize with the 
help of my "guide", which I squinted 
at surreptitiously from time to time. 
Then we went on board the Mohawk 
to meet the captain. He was still smart-
ing at being rammed by the tug. Ob-
viously he was blameless, yet he 
evidently felt the same sort of distress 
that a rider of a thoroughbred horse 
might feel if his mount were butted 
and disabled by the farmyard goat. 
After luncheon with Mountbatten 
we went down to the engine room with 
Commander Evans and inspected the 
two forty-thousand horse-power en-
gines, and then went ashore to Haw-
thorn Leslies' to meet their managing 
director Mr. Rowell.* He was about to 
leave for London to quote a firm price 
for new destroyers. The Mohawk, I was 
told, cost about half a million pounds 
sterling. The Kelly, and the rest of the 
K Class, £680,000. Mr. Rowell showed 
us a photograph of the first turbine-
engined ship built in 1896, scudding 
over the water, her bows in the air. The 
Board of Admiralty would not look 
*Now Sir Robin Rowell. 
at her, so her inventor took her from 
the Tyne down to Cowes, for the annual 
regatta of the Royal Yacht Squadron, 
where Queen Victoria's yacht was rid-
ing at anchor flanked by the yachts of 
the great and the rich and the dignified, 
proudly flying their white ensigns. 
Through these ranks of privilege and 
decorum the engineer from Newcastle 
opened up his throttle and charged 
through the water leaving a trail of 
pitching and rolling wrath. "Catch 
her!" thundered the Commodore of 
the Royal Yacht Squadron. But no one 
could. She had a speed of nearly thirty 
knots. So the Queen called for en-
quiries to be made. That was how the 
turbine was introduced into the Royal 
Navy. 
I could picture the scene exactly for 
having witnessed its counterpart years 
before the war, when Mountbatten 
himself was the centre of similar 
odium. He had just acquired a speed-
boat of unique performance, and dur-
ing "Cowes Week" offered to take 
several of his friends, including me, for 
a "spin". His boat appeared at the 
time appointed, purring demurely with 
never a ripple through the yachts at 
anchor, and picked us up at the 
"Squadron" steps. We stole out like a 
whisper, way out to sea beyond the 
yachts, and then he opened her out and 
we shot with a roar over the waves. 
Coming back through the yachts, we 
were as circumspect as going out. We 
were put ashore, and Mountbatten de-
parted as quietly as he had come. 
Imagine my surprise, later in the after-
noon, to see the boat reappear, this 
time charging through the line of yachts 
at full roar, rocking them with the 
turbulence of its wake, turning and 
rushing back and under the bows of 
one stately yacht and swerving again 
round the stern of another. "He must 
have gone mad!" I thought. Elderly 
members of the Yacht Squadron 
were stamping their feet in anger. 
"We'll show him!" they muttered. And 
that evening, which was inopportunely 
the occasion of the annual ballot at 
which Mountbatten was up for elec-
tion, they showered him with black-
balls, "nephew of the King or not!" It 
was not until later it was discovered 
that the offender was not Mountbatten, 
but Graham White, the American 
pioneer of "heavier-than-air" flying, 
who happened by a million to one 
chance to arrive at Cowes with the 
only other boat in England similar to 
Mountbatten's- and to show his dis-
regard for the usages of the Royal 
Yacht Squadron. It said much for the 
young "Dickie" Mountbatten that he 
did not forgive the Squadron for a 
long while after their hasty "revenge", 
in spite of their attempts at appease-
ment, and he only accepted member-
ship when it was offered him many 
years later. 
After our talk with Mr. Rowell, 
Mountbatten telephoned the Admiral's 
office. He asked whether he could give 
shore leave to his men till midnight, 
since he could not sail in any event due 
to the still missing gear. The request 
was referred to the Admiralty. We 
returned to the Kelly, and at 4:30p.m., 
a signal confirmed shore leave. We 
discussed our evening's entertainment. 
Should we go to "Design for Living" 
at the Royal, a "live play" with Diana 
Wynyard, Anton Walbrook and Rex 
Harrison? Or "Tony Dra\vs a Horse" 
at the Playhouse? Or a film? "Bulldog 
Drummond's Secret Police" was show-
ing at the Royalty, and "I Was a 
Captive of Nazi Germany" at another 
cinema. The plays started at seven 
o'clock because of the black-out and 
the films at nine. It was now 4:40 p.m. 
and we had just decided on Diana 
Wynyard when in came "Flags" 
with the signal: "RAISE STEAM 
WITH DESPATCH SHORE LEAVE 
CANCELLED". Mountbatten dashed 
ashore to telephcne to the Admiral's 
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office. In half an hour he returned. The 
German fleet was out and we were to 
run the mines. He asked me if I were 
staying or leaving. I debated this 
silently while he saw a number of his 
officers and gave his orders. I reminded 
myself that I was "joy-riding", and not 
only performing no useful function, 
but actually, no doubt, an encumb-
rance to Mountbatten and the others 
in this deadly adventure. 
On the other hand, I had co1ne to 
see the fleet at war, and here was my 
chance with a vengeance. It would be 
an experience never to be forgotten, 
presuming I survived to remember it, 
which did not seem at the time to be 
an altogether satisfactory risk. But 
risk, I had to remind myself, is in-
separable from war, and in any event, 
what sort of a figure would the newly 
gazetted lieutenant of the Welsh 
Guards cut if he packed his bag and 
legged it for London when the ship 
was under orders for a desperate 
enterprise? 
Unquestionably I was "for it", 
though it would be wrong not to 
admit to a degree of apprehension. I 
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The officers of the Kelly in December ;]939. It was the work of a moment when Lord 
Louis Mountbatten wrote out this list, with names, ranks, appointments. nicknames 
and badges of rank as a guide to the writer of this article. 
29 
never have been a seafaring man; and 
the idea of dashing out to sea through 
a minefield on a dark and cold Decem-
ber night to fight the German fleet 
filled me with foreboding. 
To Mountbatten I replied "Of 
course I am coming, providing I am 
not in the way, and you can land me 
in due course." He said he was 
inclined to advise me not to take the 
risk, but that must be my own decision 
-and I should be in some port by 
Sunday night, four days hence if not 
earlier. And so the die was cast. 
Officers came and went. Lieutenant 
Butler-Bowdon, Navigating Officer, 
brought in the charts. It seemed there 
was thought to be a way out south of 
the river, then he wanted to strike 
north and eastward out to sea. But 
there appeared to be some obligation 
to head south. Certain vital informa-
tion was missing relative to the mine-
fields known before the day's new ones. 
Mountbatten and Butler-Bowdon dis-
cussed these problems in the matter-of-
fact sort of way of a couple of motor-
ists debating the best roads for a tour. 
Then Mountbatten went next door 
and changed into sea kit: blue sweater 
with high collar and black leather 
thigh boots. All this time officers con-
tinued to come and go, "Chief", 
"Torps" "Guns" "Flags" and 
' ' ' 
"Doc", who came from shore leave. 
He was engaged to be married and had 
leave to spend the day and the evening 
until midnight with his lady. He had 
known her for years. Then came the 
war and with it a brigandish-looking 
beard, and she said "Yes". That is the 
story they told in the wardroom. He 
was to keep in touch with the ship 
every hour and a half and here he was, 
faithful to the minute. 
At 6 p.m. Mountbatten went on 
shore again to telephone and returned 
half an hour later. It seemed there was 
tremendous pressure on the telephone 
system and the whole East Coast was 
out of communication for the time 
being. The gunnery gear had arrived, 
the work completed and we were 
standing by on ten minutes' notice to 
sail. Butler-Bowdon came in with the 
captain of the tug, a grizzled, grimy, 
raw-boned, canny old North Country-
man. The three discussed in detail the 
manreuvre of getting out into the 
river channel, pulling the Kelly's stern 
round, as I understood it, with a line 
from the Mohawk on her bows. Then 
we were to sail down stream in jet 
black-out with no shore lights, out to 
sea and "chance our arm" through the 
mines, and away south, jigging and 
turning along a complicated course 
between our minefields and the Ger-
mans'. To me, if it was possible it was 
. 
magic. 
I have been in danger of death many 
times, and on several occasions it has 
seemed close and inevitable. The cur-
ious thing is that it is not as dreadful 
Queen Victoria 
close as far away. By that I mean that 
when we are well and secure and far 
removed from danger, death, if we 
think about it at all, is repulsive and 
frightful. Yet no one who has looked 
it close in the face finds it intolerable 
or unnatural. 
There was one problem in my life 
that worried me and I felt I must set 
it down on paper and make such pro-
VISion as was possible for certain 
~ ; ,. ... 
. ,_ ~;.··::, 
·j ;- • .,.., . . ,t~·(r.~ 
. ~ •, 
~ ' 
·.·" 
The Royal Yacht Squadron regatta at Cowes, "where Queen Victoria's yacht was riding at anchor flanked by the 
yachts of the rich and dignified". 
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actions to be taken in the event of my 
death. Whom could I rely on to take 
certain decisions, decisions which I was 
unable to take at that time? Beaver-
brook. So I wrote a letter to him and 
addressed it to my good friend and 
lawyer, "Bill" Rollo of Withers and 
Company, with a covering note asking 
him to send it on in the event I did not 
return. I wrote another letter to Brian 
Gibbs, Assistant Regimental Adjutant 
of the Welsh Guards, explaining that I 
might overstay my leave as a result of 
force majeure. Mount batten wrote some 
letters too, and one of Hawthorns' 
engineers took them to post. I felt 
completely calm and reconciled now 
that I had "passed the buck" to Beaver-
brook, which was hard on him, per-
haps; but, on the other hand, he was 
none the worse, for he knew nothing 
about it. The letter never got further 
than my lawyer's office, and if he reads 
these words that will be the first 
Beaverbrook will have heard of it. It 
is a strange commentary on the human 
mind that an agony of indecision and 
worry can be removed from one man 
by another without the other having 
any knowledge of it. I knew Beaver-
brook would do what I asked of him 
and I was content. 
Mountbatten and I had a cheerful 
dinner together in his cabin, consisting 
of soup and beef and mushrooms, with, 
for me, a whisky and soda. Mount-
batten drank a ginger ale. "I make it 
an inviolable rule to drink no alcohol 
when at sea or under orders," he said. 
"Every captain and navigating officer 
applies the rule as a self-denying ordin-
ance. There's no law about it, but it 
is a custom of the Navy." He talked of 
his father, Prince Louis of Battenberg, 
with the veneration and affection he 
has always shown for him. It is one 
of the sad stories how England humil-
iated him in the early days of the 1914 
war by drumming him from the com-
Inand of the Navy when he had earned 
the undying gratitude of the British 
people for his part, with Winston 
Churchill, in mobilizing the fleet before 
the outbreak of war. He was the victim 
of a sustained campaign on the grounds 
that he was German. There were news-
paper articles and anonymous letters, 
until he felt that the confidence of the 
Navy was being undermined. On 
October 28th, 1914, less than three 
months after the outbreak of war, he 
resigned his office as First Sea Lord 
placing his resignation in the hands of 
Churchill, who, unluckily for himself, 
accepted it. Prince Louis was replaced 
as First Sea Lord by Admiral Fisher, 
and it was he in turn who drummed 
Churchill out of office the following 
year by resigning in protest against his 
Dardanelles policy. On October 29th, 
1914, King George V noted in his 
diary: "At 11 :30 saw Winston Chur-
chill who informed me that Louis of 
Battenberg had resigned his appoint-
ment as 1st Sea Lord. The Press and 
Public have said so many things against 
him being born a German, and that he 
ought not to be head of the Navy, that 
it is best for him to go: there is no 
more loyal man in the Country." It 
was in splendid vindication of his 
father's memory that Mountbatten 
was able himself in due course to 
become First Sea Lord and so, like his 
father, be the active head of the Royal 
Navy. I am sure he had a sense of his 
own destiny even then; and as I sat 
that night in his cabin, I think I felt 
some presentiment of it. 
Admiral of the Fleet Prince Louis of 
Battenberg 
At 8:20 p.m. "Flags" came in with 
a signal. It put us on an hour's notice 
instead of ten minutes. 
At 8 :40 p.m. another one arrived. 
This time it was "CLOSED PORT" 
and no ship might leave without 
special orders from the Admiral. 
Still we stood by, but it looked as 
though the game was off for the night. 
Mountbatten sent for the captain of 
the tug and arranged that he could 
reach him instantly by telephone during 
the night. He went over a series of 
getting-away operations in the various 
tides, the current slowing down to two 
knots at low tide which would be at 
11 o'clock the following morning. 
We went on deck and looked down 
the river into the inky blackness. "I'd 
have taken her out all right," Mount-
batten said meditatively, "but that's 
what we're up against." 
We spent half an hour in the ward-
room, and thence to bed, Mount-
batten insisting on sleeping on the sofa 
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bed in the main cabin and giving me 
his bedroom. 
Thursday, December 14th. I awoke 
at 7:30 a.m. to the sound of Mount-
batten being called next door. I re-
membered that he was to have first 
run of the bath. I lay in luxurious and 
lazy contentment. By the bedside was 
a picture of his wife and another of 
their small daughters, Patricia and 
Pamela, sitting in the garden of their 
home with saucy little Tyrolean straw 
hats garnished with flowers and ribbons 
cocked on their heads. I remembered 
that I had been staying with them when 
the photograph was taken in the sum-
mer of 1935. 
After breakfast came news of four 
fresh sinkings at the mouth of the 
river. "Lucky we didn't run the mine-
field last night," Mountbatten re-
marked with a smile. "We should have 
been at the bottom, unless we'd been 
swept out by the minesweepers. I 
suggested to the Admiral that we 
should have a couple of sweeping 
trawlers and follow close behind them. 
Apart from anything else, we cost 
nearly three-quarters of a million 
pounds. It would be madness to risk 
us in the minefield." 
Sweeping was still in progress. Two 
of the sinkings were mine-sweeping 
trawlers. "What God-sent, magnificent 
courage those men have," I thought. 
During the morning Mountbatten went 
about his many tasks and I read the 
newspapers until about mid-day when 
we walked over to Hawthorn Leslies' 
offices. There Mountbatten telephoned 
to local headquarters, first to the Staff 
Officer, then to the Admiral. The 
Admiralty had put an absolute closure 
on the port, yet we were on an hour's 
notice to sail. Mountbatten wanted to 
get shore leave for his men. Even if they 
were to be kept on an hour's notice, he 
argued, they could be allowed out 
under control in certain specified pubs 
close by to get their glass of beer. It 
was bad luck for them, he said, if they 
were to be cooped up on board know-
ing the port was closed. The Admiral 
commanding at Rosyth might give 
orders to sail, the local Admiral said ; 
but if Mountbatten took responsi-
bility for getting the men back on time, 
he could give them controlled shore 
leave. We returned to the ship, Mount-
batten gave leave to the men, and we 
sat down to a meal of soup, veal and 
cheese. I was thinking about returning 
to London, when, at 1:10 p.m. 
precisely a signalman brought in an 
urgent order: "RAISE STEAM WITH 
DESPATCH". So we were going out! 
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T HERE IS NOTHING remarkable about the Ravenswing, I can promise you that. She is between 
six and seven thousand tons, was built 
in 1926, and belongs to the Condor 
Line, port of register, Hull. You can 
look her up in Lloyd's, if you have a 
mind. There is a little to distinguish 
her from hundreds of other tramp 
steamers of her particular tonnage. She 
had sailed that same route and travelled 
those same waters for the three years 
I had served in her, and she was on the 
job some time before that. No doubt 
she will continue to do so for many 
years more, and will eventually end 
her days peacefully on the mud like 
her predecessor, the old Gullswing, did 
before her; unless the U-boats get her 
first. 
She has escaped them once, but next 
time we may not have our escort. 
Perhaps I had better make it clear, too, 
that I myself am not a fanciful man. 
My name is William Blunt, and I have 
by DAPHNE DU MAURIER 
Copyright, Daphne du Maurier, 1957 
the reputation of living up to it. I have 
never stood for nonsense of any sort, 
and have no time for superstition. My 
father was a Nonconformist minister, 
and maybe that had something to do 
with it. I tell you this to prove my 
reliability, but, for that matter, you 
can ask anyone in Hull. .And now, 
having introduced myself and the ship, 
I can get on with my story. 
We were homeward bound from a 
Scandinavian port in the early part of 
the autumn. I won't give you the name 
of the port- the censor might stop 
me- but we had already made the trip 
there and back three times since the 
outbreak of war. The convoy system 
had not started in those first days, and 
the strain on the captain and myself 
was severe. I don't want you to infer 
that we were windy, or the crew either, 
but the North Sea in wartime is not 
a bed of roses, and I'll leave it at that. 
When we left port that October 
afternoon, I could not help thinking it 
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seemed a hell of a long way home, and 
it did not put me in what you would 
call a rollicking humour when our 
little Scandinavian pilot told us with 
a grin that a Grimsby ship, six hours 
ahead of us, had been sunk without 
warning. The Nazi government had 
been giving out on the wireless, he 
said, that the North Sea could be 
called the German Ocean, and the 
British Fleet could not do anything 
about it. It was all right for the pilot: 
he was not coming with us. He waved 
a cheerful farewell as he climbed over 
the side, and soon his boat was a black 
speck bobbing astern of us at the 
harbour entrance, and we were heading 
for the open sea, our course laid for 
home. 
It was about three o'clock in the 
afternoon, the sea was very still and 
grey, and I remember thinking to my-
self that a periscope would not be easy 
to miss; at least we would have fair 
warning, unless the glass fell and it 
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began to blow. However, it did the 
nerves no good to envisage something 
that was not going to happen, and I 
was pretty short with the first engineer 
when he started talking about the sub-
marine danger, and why the hell did not 
the Admiralty do something about it? 
"Your job is to keep the old Ravens-
lving full steam ahead for home and 
beauty, isn't it?" I said. "If Winston 
Churchill wants your advice, no doubt 
he'll send for you." He had no answer 
to that, and I lit my pipe and went on 
to the bridge to take over from the 
captain. 
I suppose I'm not out-of-the-way 
observant about my fellowmen, and I 
certainly did not notice then that there 
was anything wrong with the captain. 
He was never much of a talker at any 
time. The fact that he went to his 
cabin at once meant little or nothing. 
I knew he was close at hand, if any-
thing unusual should happen. 
It turned very cold, after nightfall 
and later a thin rain began to fall. The 
ship rolled slightly as she met the 
longer seas. The sky was overcast with 
the rain, and there were no stars. The 
autumn nights are always black, of 
course, in northern waters, but this 
night the darkness seemed intensified. 
There would be small chance of 
sighting a periscope, I thought, under 
these conditions, and it might well be 
that we should receive no other intima-
tion than the shock of the explosion. 
Someone said the other day that the 
U-boats carried a new type of torpedo, 
supercharged, and that explained why 
the ships attacked sank so swiftly. 
The Ravenswing would founder in 
three or four minutes, if she was hit 
right amidships and it might be that 
we should never even sight the craft 
that sank us. The submarine would 
vanish in the darkness; they would not 
bother to pick up survivors. They 
could not see them if they wanted to, 
not in this darkness. I glanced at the 
chap at tp.e wheel; he was a little 
Welshman from Cardiff, and he had a 
trick of sucking his false teeth and 
clicking them back again every few 
minutes. We stood a pretty equal 
chance, he and I, standing side by side 
together on the bridge. It was then I 
turned suddenly and saw the captain 
standing in the entrance to his cabin. 
He was holding on for support, his 
face was very flushed, and he was 
breathing heavily. 
"Is anything wrong, sir?" I said. 
"This damn pain in my side," he 
gasped; "started it yesterday, and 
thought I'd strained myself. Now I'm 
doubled up with the bloody thing. Got 
any aspirin?" Aspirin my foot, I 
thought. If he has not got acute 
appendicitis, I'll eat my hat. I'd seen a 
man attacked like that before; he'd 
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been rushed to a hospital and operated 
on in less than two hours. They'd 
taken an appendix out of him swollen 
as big as a fist. 
"Have you a thermometer there?" I 
asked the captain. 
"Yes," he said. "What the hell's the 
use of that? I haven't got a tempera-
ture. I've strained myself I tell you. I 
want some aspirin." 
I took his temperature. It was a 
hundred and four. The sweat was 
pouring down his forehead. I put my 
hand on his stomach, and it was rigid, 
like a brick wall. I helped him to his 
berth and covered him up with 
blankets. Then I made him drink half 
a glass of brandy neat. It may be the 
worst thing you can do for appendi-
citis, but when you are hundreds of 
miles from a surgeon and in the middle 
of the North Sea in wartime you are 
apt to take chances. 
The brandy helped to dull the pain 
a little, and that was the only thing that 
mattered. Whatever the result to the 
captain, it had but one result for me. 
I was in command of the Ravenswing 
from now on, and mine was the 
responsibility of bringing her home 
through those submarine-infested 
waters. I, William Blunt, had got to 
see this through. 
It was bitter cold. All feeling had 
long since left my hands and feet. I was 
conscious of a dull pain in those parts 
of my body where my hands and feet 
should have been. But the effect was 
curiously impersonal. The pain might 
have belonged to someone else, the 
sick captain himself even, back there in 
his cabin, lying moaning and helpless 
as I had left him last, some forty-eight 
hours before. He was not my charge; 
I could do nothing for him. The 
steward nursed him with brandy and 
aspirin, and I remember feeling sur-
prised, in a detached sort of way, that 
he did not die. 
"You ought to get some sleep. You 
can't carry on like this. Why don't you 
get some sleep ?" 
Sleep. That was the trouble. What 
was I doing at that moment but 
rocking on my two feet on the border-
line of oblivion, with the ship in my 
charge, and this voice in my left ear 
the sound that brought me to my 
senses. It was Carter, the second mate. 
His face looked pinched and anxious. 
"Supposing you get knocked up?" 
he was saying. "What am I going to 
do? Why don't you think of me?" I 
told him to go to hell, and stamped 
down the bridge to bring the life back 
to my numbed feet, and to disguise the 
fact from Carter that sleep had nearly 
been victorious. 
"What else do you think has kept 
me on the bridge for forty-eight hours 
but the thought of you," I said, "and 
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the neat way you let the stern hawser 
drop adrift, with the second tug along-
side, last time we were in Hull? Get 
me a cup of tea and a sandwich, and 
shut your bloody mouth," I said. 
My words must have relieved him 
for he grinned back at me and shot 
down the ladder like a Jack-in-the-box. 
I held on to the bridge and stared 
ahead, sweeping the horizon for what 
seemed like the hundred thousandth 
time, and seeing always the same blank 
face of the sea, slate grey and still. 
There were low-banked clouds to the 
westward, whether mist or rain I could 
not tell, but they gathered slowly with-
out wind and the glass held steady, 
while there was a certain smell about 
the air, warning of fog. I swallowed my 
cup of tea and made short work of a 
sandwich, and I was feeling in my 
pocket for my pipe and a box of 
matches when the thing happened for 
which, I suppose, I had consciously 
been training myself since the captain 
went sick some forty-eight hours 
before. 
"Object to port. Three-quarters of a 
mile to a mile distant. Looks like a 
periscope.'' 
The word came from the lookout on 
the fo'c'sle head, and so flashed back 
to the watch on deck. As I snatched my 
glasses I caught a glimpse of the faces 
of the men lining the ship's side, 
curiously uniform they were, half 
eager, half defiant. 
Yes. There she was. No doubt now. 
A thin grey line, like a needle, away 
there on our port bow, leaving a 
narrow wake behind her like a jagged 
ripple. Once again I was aware of 
Carter beside me, tense, expectant, and 
I noticed that his hands trembled 
slightly as he lifted the glasses in his 
turn. I gave the necessary alteration in 
our course, and telegraphed the cor-
responding change of speed down to 
the first engineer, and then took up my 
glasses once more. The change of 
course had brought the periscope right 
ahead, and for a few minutes or so the 
thin line continued on its way as 
though indifferent to our manoeuvre, 
and then, as I had feared and foreseen, 
the submarine altered course, even as 
we had done, and the periscope bore 
down upon us, this time to starboard. 
"She's seen us," said Carter. 
"Yes," I said. He looked up at me, 
his brown eyes troubled like a spaniel 
puppy's. We altered course again and 
increased our speed, this time bringing 
our stern to the thin grey needle, so 
that for a moment it seemed as though 
the gap between us would be widened 
and she would pass away behind us, 
but, swift and relentless, she bore up 
again on our quarter, and little Carter 
began to swear, fluently and passion-
ately, the futility of words a sop to his 
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own fear. I sympathized, seeing in a 
flash, as the proverbial drowning man 
is said to do, an episode in my own 
childhood when my father lectured me 
for lying, and even as I remembered 
this picture of a long-forgotten past I 
spoke down the mouth tube to the 
engine-room once more and ordered 
yet another alteration in our speed. 
The watch below had now all 
hurriedly joined the watch on deck. 
They lined the side of the ship, as 
though hypnotized by that unwavering 
grey line that crept closer, ever closer. 
"She's breaking surface," said Car-
ter. "Watch that line of foam." 
The periscope had come abeam of 
us and had drawn ahead. It was now a 
little over a mile distant, on our port 
bow. Carter was right. She was break-
ing surface, even as he said. We could 
see the still water become troubled and 
disturbed and then slowly, inevitably, 
the squat conning tower appeared and 
the long, lean form rose from the 
depths like a black slug, the water 
streaming from its decks. 
"The bastards," whispered Carter to 
himself: "the filthy, stinking bastards." 
The men clustered together below me 
on the deck watched the submarine 
with a strange indifference, like spec-
tators at some show with which they 
had no concern. I saw one fellow point 
out some technical detail of the sub-
marine to the man by his side; and then 
light a cigarette. His companion 
laughed, and spat over the side of the 
ship into the water. I wondered how 
many of them could swim. 
I gave the final order through to the 
engine-room, and then ordered all 
hands on deck, to boat stations. Mv 
next order would depend on the com-
mander of the submarine. 
"They'll shell the boats," said 
Carter; "they won't let us get away, 
they'll shell the boats." 
"Oh, for God's sake," I began, the 
pallor of his face begetting in me a 
furious senseless anger, when suddenly 
I caught sight of the wall of fog that 
was rolling down upon us from astern. 
I swung Carter round by the shoulders 
to meet it. "Look there," I said, "look 
there," and his jaw dropped, and he 
grinned stupidly. Already the visibility 
around us was no more than a cable's 
length on either side, and the first 
drifting vapour stung us with its cold, 
sour smell. Above us the air was thick 
and clammy. In a moment our after 
shrouds were lost to sight. I heard one 
fellow strike up the opening chorus of 
a comic song in a high falsetto voice, 
and he was immediately cursed to 
silence by his companions. Ahead of us 
lay the submarine, dark and immobile, 
the water still running from its sides, 
the decks as yet unmanned, and her 
long snout caught unexpectedly in a 
sudden shaft of light. Then the white 
fog that enveloped us crept forward 
and beyond, the sky descended, and 
our world was blotted out. 
It wanted two minutes to midnight, 
I crouched low under cover of the 
bridge and flashed a torch on to my 
watch. No bell had been sounded since 
the submarine had first been sighted, 
some eight hours earlier. We waited. 
Darkness had travelled with the fog, 
and night fell early. There was silence 
everywhere, but for the creaking of the 
ship as she rolled in the swell and the 
thud of water slapping her sides as she 
lay over, first on one side, then the 
other. Still we waited. The cold was no 
longer so intense as it had been. There 
was a moist, clammy feeling in the air. 
the men talked in hushed whispers 
beneath the bridge. We went on wait-
ing. Once I entered the cabin where the 
captain lay sick, and flashed my torch 
on to him. His face was flushed and 
puffy. His breathing was heavy and 
slow. He was sleeping fitfully, moaning 
now and again, and once he opened his 
eyes, but he did not recognize me. I 
went back to the bridge. The fog had 
lifted slightly, and I could see our for-
ward shrouds and the fo'c'sle head. I 
went down on to the deck and leant 
over the ship's side. The tide was run-
ning strongly to the south. It had 
turned three hours before, and for the 
fourth time that evening I began to 
calculate our drift. I was turning to the 
ladder to climb to the bridge once 
more, when I heard footsteps running 
along the deck, and a man cannonaded 
into me. 
"Fog's lifting astern," he said 
breathlessly, "and there's something 
coming up on our starboard quarter." 
I ran back along the de.-;k with him. 
A group of men were clustered at the 
ship's side, talking eagerly. "It's a ship 
all right, sir," said one. "Look's like a 
Finnish barque. I can see her canvas." 
I peered into the darkness with them. 
Yes, there she was, about a hundred 
yards distant, and bearing down upon 
us. A great three-masted vessel, w1th a 
cloud of canvas aloft. It was too late 
in the year for the grain ships. What 
the hell was she doing in the waters in 
wartime? Unless she was carrying 
timber. Had she seen us, though? That 
was the point. Here we were, without 
lights, skulking in the trough of the sea 
because of that damned submarine, 
and now risking almost certain collision 
with some old timber ship. 
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If only I could be certain that the 
tide and the fog had put up a number 
of miles between us and the enemy. 
She was coming up fast, the old-timer, 
God knows where she found her 
wind-there was none on my left cheek 
that would blow out a candle. If she 
passed us at this rate there would be 
fifty yards to spare, no more, and with 
that hell ship waiting yonder in the 
darkness somewhere, the Finn would 
go straight to kingdom come. 
''All right " I said "she's seen us· 
' ' ' 
she's bearing away." I could only make 
out her outline in the darkness as she 
travelled past abeam. A great, high-
sided vessel she was, in ballast probab-
ly, or there would never have been so 
much of her out of the water. I'd 
forgotten they had such bulky after-
decks. Her spars were not the clean 
things I remembered either; these were 
a mass of rigging, and the yards an 
extraordinary length, necessary, no 
doubt, for all that bunch of canvas. 
"She's not going to pass us," said 
somebody, and I heard the blocks 
rattle and jump, and the rigging slat, 
as the great yards swung over. And 
was that faint high note, curious and 
immeasurably distant, the pipe of a 
boatswain's whistle? But the fog 
vapour was drifting down on us again, 
and the ship was hidden. We strained 
our eyes in the darkness, seeing noth-
ing, and I was about to turn back to 
the bridge again when a thin call came 
to us across the water. 
"Are you in distress?" came the hail. 
Whether her nationality was Finnish 
or not, at least her officer spoke good 
English, even if his phrasing was a little 
unusual. I was wary though, and I did 
not answer. There was a pause, and 
then the voice tra veiled across to us 
once more. "What ship are you, and 
where are you bound?" 
And then, before I could stop him 
one of our fellows bellowed out: 
"There's an enemy submarine come to 
the surface about half a mile ahead of 
us." Someone smothered the idiot half 
a minute too late and, for better or 
worse, our flag had been admitted. 
We waited. None of us moved a 
finger. All was silent. Presently we 
heard the splash of oars and the low 
murmur of voices. They were sending 
a boat across to us from the barque. 
There was something furtive and 
strange about the whole business. I 
was suspicious. I did not like it. I felt 
for the hard butt of my revolver, and 
was reassured. The sound of oars drew 
nearer. A long low boat like a West 
Country gig drew out of the shadows, 
manned by half a dozen men. There 
was a fellow with a lantern in the bows. 
Someone, an officer I presumed, stood 
up in the stern. It was too dark for me 
to see his face. The boat pulled up 
beneath us, and the men rested on their 
oars. 
"Captain's compliments, gentlemen, 
and do you desire an escort?" inquired 
the officer. 
"What the hell!" began one of our 
men, but I cursed him to quiet. I 
leaned over the side, shading my eyes 
from the light of the boat's lantern. 
"Who are you?" I said. 
"Lieutenant Arthur Mildmay, at 
your service, sir," replied the voice. 
There was nothing foreign in his 
intonation. I could swear to that, but 
again I was struck by his phraseology. 
No snottie in the Navy ever talked like 
this. The Admiralty might have bought 
up a Finnish barque, of course, and 
armed her, like Von Luckner did in the 
last war; but the idea seemed unlikely. 
"Are you camouflaged?" I asked. 
"I beg your pardon?" he replied in 
some surprise. Then his English was 
not so fluent as I thought. Once again 
I felt for my revolver. "You're not 
trying to make a fool of me by any 
chance, are you?" I said sarcastically. 
"Not in the least," replied the voice. 
"I repeat, the captain sends his compli-
ments, and as you gave him to under-
stand we are in the immediate vicinity 
of the enemy, he desires me to offer 
you his protection. Our orders are to 
escort any merchant ships we find to a 
port of safety." 
"And who issued those orders?" I 
said. 
"His Majesty l(ing George, of 
course," replied the voice. 
It was then, I think, that I felt for 
the first time a curious chill of fear. I 
remember swallowing hard. My throat 
felt dry, and I could not answer at 
once. I looked at the men around me, 
and they wore, one and all, a silly, 
dumb, unbelieving expression on their 
faces. 
"He says the King sent him," said 
the fellow beside me, and then his 
voice trailed away uncertainly, and he 
fell silent. 
I heard Carter tap me on the 
shoulder. "Send them away," he 
whispered. "There's something wrong; 
it's a trap." 
The man kneeling in the bows of the 
gig flashed his lantern in my face, 
blinding me. The young lieutenant 
stepped across the thwarts and took 
the lantern from him. "Why not come 
aboard and speak to the captain your-
self, if you are in doubt?" he said. 
Still I could not see his face, but he 
wore some sort of cloak round his 
shoulders, and the hand that held the 
lantern was long and slim. The lantern 
that dazzled me brought a pain across 
my eyes so severe that for a few 
moments I could neither speak nor 
think, and then, to my own surprise, I 
heard myself answer: "Very well, make 
room for me, then, in your boat." 
Carter laid his hand on my arm. 
"You're crazy," he said. "You can't 
leave the ship." 
I shook him off, obstinate for no 
reason, determined on my venture. 
"You're in charge, Carter," I said. "I 
shan't be long away. Let me go, you 
damn' fool." 
I ordered the ladder over the side, 
and wondered, with a certain irritation, 
why the stupid fellows gaped at me as 
they obeyed. I had that funny reckless 
feeling that comes upon you when 
you're half drunk, and I wondered if 
the reason for it was my own lack of 
sleep for over forty-eight hours. 
I landed with a thud in the gig, and 
stumbled to the stern beside the officer. 
The men bent to their oars, and the 
boat began to creep across the water 
to the barque. It was bitter cold. The 
clammy mugginess was gone. I turned 
up the collar of my coat and tried to 
catch a closer glimpse of my com-
panion, but it was black as pitch in the 
boat and his features were completely 
hidden from me. 
I felt the seat under me, vvith my 
hand. It was like ice, freezing to the 
touch and I plunged my hands deep 
in my pockets. The cold seemed to 
penetrate my greatcoat, and find my 
flesh. My teeth chattered, and I could 
not stop them. The chap in front of 
me, bending to his oar, was a great 
burly brute, with shoulders like an ox. 
His sleeves were rolled up above his 
elbows, his arms were bare. He was 
whistling softly between his teeth. 
"You don't feel the cold, then?" I 
asked. 
He did not answer, and I leant 
forward and looked into his face. He 
stared at me, as though I did not 
exist, and went on whistling between 
his teeth. His eyes were deep set, 
sunken in his head. His cheekbones 
were very prominent and high. He 
wore a queer, stovepipe of a hat, shiny 
and black. 
"Look here," I said, tapping him on 
his knee, "I'm not here to be fooled, I 
can tell you that." 
And then the lieutenant, as he 
styled himself, stood up beside me in 
the stern. "Ship ahoy," he called, his 
two hands to his mouth, and, looking 
up, I saw we were already beneath the 
barque, her great sides towering above 
us. A lantern appeared on the bulwark 
by the ladder, and again my eyes were 
dazzled by the sickly yellow light. 
The lieutenant swung on to the 
ladder, and I followed him, hand over 
fist, breathing, for the bitter cold 
caught at me and seemed to strike 
right down into my throat. I paused 
when I reached the deck, with a stitch 
in my side like a kicking horse, and in 
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that queer half-light that came from 
the flickering lanterns I saw that this 
was no Finnish barque with a load of 
timber, no grain ship in ballast, but a 
raider bristling with guns. Her decks 
were cleared for action, and the men 
were there ready at their stations. There 
was much activity and shouting, and a 
voice from for'ard calling out orders 
in a thin high voice. 
There seemed to be a haze of smoke 
in the air, and a heavy sour stench, and 
with it all the cold dank chill I could 
not explain. 
"What is it?" I called. " What's the 
game?" No one answered. Figures 
passed me and brushed me, shouting 
and laughing at one another. A lad of 
about thirteen ran by me, with a short 
blue jacket and long white trousers, 
while close beside me, crouching by his 
gun, was a great bearded fellow like my 
oarsman of the gig, with a striped 
stocking cap upon his head. Once 
again, above the hum and confusion, 
I heard the thin, shrill piping of the 
boatswain's whistle and, turning, I 
saw a crowd of jostling men running 
bare-footed to the after-deck, and I 
caught the gleam of steel in their 
hands. 
"The captain will see you, if you 
come aft," said the lieutenant. 
I followed him, angry and bewild-
ered. Carter was right, I had been 
fooled; and yet as I stumbled in the 
wake of the lieutenant I heard English 
voices shouting on the deck, and 
funny unfamiliar English oaths. 
We pushed through the door of the 
after-deck, and the musty rank smell 
became more sour and more intense. 
It was darker still. Blinking, I found 
myself at the entrance of a large cabin, 
lit only by flickering lantern light, and 
in the centre of the cabin was a long 
table, and a man was sitting there in a 
funny high-backed chair. Three or 
four other men stood behind him, but 
the lantern light shone on his face 
alone. He was very thin, very pale, and 
his hair was ashen grey. I saw by the 
patch he wore that he had lost the sight 
of one eye, but the other eye looked 
through me in the cold abstracted way 
of someone who would get his business 
done, and has little time to spare. 
"Your name, my man?" he said, 
tapping with his hand upon the table 
before him. 
"William Blunt, sir," I said, and I 
found myself standing to attention, 
with my cap in my hands, my throat 
as dry as a bone, and that same 
funny chill of fear in my heart. 
"You report there is an enemy 
vessel close at hand, I understand?" 
"Yes, sir," I said. "A submarine 
came to the surface about a mile 
distant from us, some hours ago. She 
had been following us for half an hour 
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before she broke surface. Luckily the 
fog came down and hid us. That was 
at about half-past four in the after-
noon. Since then we have not attempt-
ed to steam, but have drifted without 
lights." 
He listened to me in silence. The 
figures behind him did not move. 
There was something sinister in their 
immobility and his, as though my 
words meant nothing to them, as 
though they did not believe me or did 
not understand. 
"I shall be glad to offer you my 
assistance, Mr. Blunt," he said at last. 
I stood awkwardly, still turning my cap 
in my hands. He did not mean to make 
game of me, I realized that, but what 
use was his ship to me? 
"I don't quite see," I began, but he 
held up his hand. "The enemy will not 
attack you while you are under my 
protection," he said; "if you care to 
accept my escort, I shall be very 
pleased to give you safe-conduct to 
England. The fog has lifted, and 
I uckily the wind is with us." 
I swallowed hard. I did not know 
what to say. "We steam at eleven 
knots," I said awkwardly, and when 
he did not reply I stepped forward to 
his table, thinking he had not heard. 
"Supposing the blighter is still there?" 
I said. "He'll get the pair of us. She'll 
blow up like matchwood, this ship of 
yours. You stand even less chance 
than us." 
The man seated by the table leant 
back in his chair. I saw him smile. 
"I've never run from a Frenchman 
yet," he said. 
Once again I heard the boatswain's 
whistle, and the patter of bare feet 
overhead upon the deck. The lanterns 
swayed, in a current of air from the 
swinging door. The cabin seemed very 
musty, very dark. I felt faint and queer, 
and something like a sob rose in my 
throat which I could not control. 
"I'd like your escort," I stammered, 
and even as I spoke he rose in his 
chair and leant towards me. I saw the 
faded blue of his coat, and the ribbon 
across it. I saw his pale face very close, 
and the one blue eye. I saw him smile, 
and I felt the strength of the hand that 
held mine and saved me from falling. 
They must have carried me to the 
boat and down the ladder, for when I 
opened my eyes again, with a queer 
dull ache at the back of my head, I 
was at the foot of my own gangway, 
and my own chaps were hauling me 
aboard. I could just hear the splash of 
oars as the gig pulled away back to the 
barque. 
"Thank God you're back!" said 
Carter. "What the devil did they do to 
you? You're as white as chalk. Were 
they Finns or Boche ?" 
"Neither," I said curtly; "they're 
English, like ourselves. I saw the 
captain. I've accepted his escort home." 
"Have you gone raving mad?" said 
Carter. 
I did not answer, I went up to the 
bridge and gave orders for steaming. 
Yes, the fog was lifting, and above my 
head I could see the first pale glimmer 
of a star. I listened, well content, to the 
familiar noises of the ship as we got 
under way again. The throb of the 
screw, the thrash of the propeller. The 
relief was tremendous. No more 
silence, no more inactivity. The strain 
was broken, and the men were them-
selves again, cheerful, cracking jokes 
at one another. The cold had vanished, 
and the curious dead fatigue that had 
been part of my mind and body for so 
long. The warmth was coming back to 
my hands and my feet. 
Slowly we began to draw ahead once 
more, ploughing our way in the swell, 
while to starboard of us, some hundred 
yards distant, came our escort, the 
white foam hissing from her bows, her 
cloud of canvas billowing to a wind 
that none of us could feel. I saw the 
helmsman beside me glance at her out 
of the tail of his eye, and when he 
thought I was not looking he wet his 
finger and held it in the air. Then his 
eye met mine, and fell again, and he 
whistled a song to show he did not 
care. I wondered if he thought me as 
mad as Carter did. Once I went in to 
see the captain. The steward was with 
him, and when I entered he switched 
on the lamp above the captain's berth. 
"His fever's down," he said. "He's 
sleeping naturally at last. I don't think 
we're going to lose him, after all." 
"No, I guess he'll be all right," I said. 
I went back to the bridge, whistling 
the song I had heard from the sailor 
in the gig. It was a jaunty, lilting tune, 
familiar in a rum sort of way, but I 
could not put a name to it. The fog 
had cleared entirely, and the sky was 
ablaze with stars. We were steaming 
now at our full rate of knots, but still 
our escort kept abeam, and some-
times, if anything, she drew just a 
fraction ahead. 
Whether the submarine was on the 
surface still, or whether she had dived, 
I neither knew nor cared, for I was full 
of that confidence that I had lacked 
before and which, after a while, 
seemed to possess the helmsman in his 
turn, so that he grinned at me, jerking 
his head at our escort, and said, "There 
don't seem to be no flies on Nancy, do 
there?" and fell, as I did, to whistling 
that nameless jaunty tune. Only Carter 
remained sullen and aloof. His fear had 
given way to sulky silence, and at last, 
sick of the sight of his moody face 
staring through the chartroom window, 
I ordered him below, and was aware 
of a new sense of freedom and relief 
when he had gone. 
So the night wore on, and we, 
plunging and rolling in the wake of 
our escort, saw never a sight of 
periscope or lean grey hull again. At 
last the sky lightened to the eastward, 
and low on the horizon appeared the 
streaky pallid dawn. Five bells struck, 
and away ahead of us, faint as a 
whisper, came the answering pipe of a 
boatswain's whistle. I think I was the 
only one that heard it. Then I heard 
the weak, tired voice of the captain 
calling me from his cabin. I went to 
him at once. He was propped up 
against his pillows, and I could tell 
from his face he was as weak as a rat 
but his temperature was normal, eve~ 
as the steward had said. 
"Where are we, Blunt?" he said 
"What's happened?" 
"We'll be safely berthed before the 
people ashore have rung for break-
fast," I said. "The coast's ahead of us 
now." 
"What's the date, man?" he asked. 
I told him. 
"We've made good time," he said. 
I agreed. 
"I shan't forget what you've done, 
Blunt," he said. "I'll speak to the 
owners about you. You'll be getting 
promotion for this." 
"Promotion my backside," I said. 
"It's not me that needs thanking, but 
our escort away on the starboard 
bow." 
"Escort?" he said, staring at me. 
''What escort? Are we travelling with 
a bloody convoy?" 
Then I told him the story, starting 
with the submarine, and the fog, and 
so on to the coming of the barque 
herself, and my own visit aboard her, 
and not missing out an account of my 
own nerves and jumpiness, either. He 
listened to me, dazed and bewildered 
on his pillow. 
"What's the name of your barque?" 
he said slowly, when I had finished. 
I smote my hand on my knee. "It 
may be Old Harry for all I know; I 
never asked them," I said, and I began 
whistling the tune that the fellow had 
sung as he bent to his oars in the gig. 
"I can't make it out," said the 
captain; "you know as well as I do 
there aren't any sailing ships left on 
the British register." 
I shrugged my shoulders. Why the 
hell couldn't he accept the escort as 
naturally as I and the men had done? 
"Get me a drink, and stop whistling 
that confounded jig," said the captain. 
I laughed, and gave him his glass. 
"What's wrong with it?" I said. 
"It's 'Lillibullero', centuries old. 
What makes you whistle that?" he 
said. I stared back at him, and I was 
not laughing any longer. 
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"I don't know," I said, "I don't 
know." 
He drank thirstily, watching me over 
the rim of his glass. "Where's your 
precious escort now?" he said. 
"On the starboard bow," I repeated, 
and I went forward to the bridge again 
and gazed seaward, where I knew her 
to be. 
The sun, like a great red globe, was 
topping the horizon, and the night 
clouds were scudding to the west. Far 
ahead lay the coast of England. But 
our escort had gone. 
I turned to the fellow steering. 
"When did she go?" I asked. 
"Beg pardon, sir?" he said. 
"The sailing ship. What's happened 
to her?" I repeated. 
The man looked puzzled, and cocked 
his eye at me curiously. 
"I've seen no sailing ship," he said. 
"There's a destroyer been abeam of us 
some time. She must have come up 
with us under cover of darkness. 
I've only noticed her since the sun 
rose.'' 
I snatched up my glasses and looked 
to the west. The fellow was not dream-
ing. There was a destroyer with us, as 
he said. She plunged into the long seas, 
churning up the water and chucking it 
from her like a great white wall of 
foam. I watched her for a few minutes 
in silence, and then I lowered my 
glasses. The fellow steering gazed 
straight in front of him. Now daylight 
had come he seemed changed in a 
queer indefinable way. He no longer 
whistled jauntily. He was his usual 
stolid seaman self. 
"We shall be docked by nine-thirty. 
We've made good time," I said. "Yes, 
sir," he said. 
Already I could see a black dot far 
ahead, and a wisp of smoke. The tugs 
were lying off for us. Carter was in my 
old place on the fo'c'sle head. The men 
were at their stations. I, on the 
captain's bridge, would bring his ship 
to port. He called me to him, five 
minutes before the tugs took us in tow, 
when the first gulls were wheeling over-
head. 
"Blunt," he said, "I've been think-
ing. That captain fellow you spoke to 
in the night, on board that sailing 
craft. You say he wore a black patch 
over one eye. Did he by any chance 
have an empty sleeve pinned to his 
breast as well ?" 
I did not answer. We looked at one 
another in silence. Then a shrill whistle 
warned me that the pilot's boat was 
alongside. Somewhere, faint and far, 
the echo sounded like a boatswain's 
. ptpe. 
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"Is IT GOING to be a fine day?" was 
doubtless the first thought of 
thousands of eager and excited 
Canadians as they awoke on Thanks-
giving morning, Monday, October the 
fourteenth ... And a fine day indeed 
it turned out to be- so perfect in its 
breath-taking beauty and solemnity, so 
free from untoward incident, few 
would have dared predict that so much 
joy and happiness could fall to the lot 
of so many of us in the space of twelve 
magic hours. 
"The Queen's Day" was the name 
given by Prime Minister Diefenbaker 
to this Thanksgiving Day. "The Com-
mons, and the Senate as well," he said, 
" will walk with history today. It is a 
great and joyous occasion, a shining 
moment of rededication and of exem-
plification of our history." 
When at half-past two we stepped 
out of our hotel into the brilliant sun-
shine of the perfect autumn day, the 
"Queen's Day" had already been 
strenuous. At ten in the morning she 
had presided for the first time over a 
meeting of the Committee of the 
Queen's Privy Council ; and three-
quarters of an hour later, had received 
the heads of Commonwealth and 
Foreign Diplomatic Missions and their 
wives at Government House. What a 
contrast to our leisurely and restful 
morning with little more to worry us 
than the vagaries of zippers and collar 
studs grown slightly rusty through dis-
use! 
At half-past two, Her Majesty and 
Prince Philip stepped into an open 
horse-drawn landau to begin their two-
mile ceremonial drive from Govern-
ment House to Parliament Hill. At the 
same time, many of the seven hundred 
or so fortunate people invited to be 
present at the Opening of the First 
Session of the Twenty-Third Parlia-
ment by her Majesty the Queen, were 
on their way to the Senate Chamber. 
As we walked along so many impres-
sions tumbled over one another that 
none seemed real. What sights and 
what sounds . . . the stately Parliament 
Buildings, spacious Confederation 
Square, the green lawns, the brilliant 
fall foliage of the surrounding hills, the 
great shining river, the crowds of 
people, tiers deep, lining the streets, the 
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thousands of children, n1any not much 
bigger than the flags they carried, the 
women in pretty evening gowns, the 
men in formal attire, the buzz of many 
voices, the cheers, the bands, the bells 
from the towers- a veritable fairyland, 
unreal and lovely- indeed a day to 
remember. 
At the door of the Senate Chamber, 
after showing our invitations and the 
small cards bearing our seat numbers, 
we were separated, and much to my 
surprise, I noted that the seats reserved 
CJJ M rs. Flemming i s the wife 
of Hon. Hugh J ohn Flemming, 
Premier of New Brunswick, and she 
accompanied him to the Opening 
of Parliament. 
She gives this vivid eye-witness ac-
count of the historic ceremony {rom 
her own special point of vantage . 
"She came in regally (above) taking the raised hand of her handsome Prince, and moved down 
the red-carpeted aisle of the Senate Chamber to her Throne ... " (At right) "It is her graciousness, 
sweetness of character and fine self-discipline which attract and hold those who see her." 
for the wives of the premiers were much 
better than those allotted to the 
premiers themselves. I found myself on 
the most elevated of the rows of seats 
on the floor of the chamber, close to 
the throne, and sitting with the wives 
of the premiers of Nova Scotia, Prince 
Edward Island and British Columbia. 
As we waited for the great moment 
of the Queen's entry into the Senate, 
we chatted together of many things. As 
Mrs. Bennett's husband was born in 
New Brunswick, for the moment we all 
seemed Maritimers. She inquired for 
Premier Bennett's brother and his wife 
in Moncton; and explained to us the 
reason that another New Brunswick-
born British Columbia Cabinet Minis-
ter, the Hon. Robert Bonner, nephew 
of Miss Alwilda Bonner of Fredericton, 
was not present. He was at the moment 
heading an important mission to the 
United Kingdom. 
Mrs. Stanfield told us of her trip by 
air to Ottawa and of the long stop-over 
entailed in picking up the giant 350-
pound "royal sturgeon". For the first 
time in ten years one of the fishing 
boats owned by Mr. Lloyd Crouse, 
me1nber of parliament for Queens-
Lunenburg, had caught a sturgeon, and 
in accordance with British tradition, 
had at once offered this great delicacy 
to the Queen, who had promptly 
accepted it. Mrs. Stanfield said that 
when they talked by telephone to their 
children in Halifax, ten-year" old Max 
inquired what was to become of the 
fish, and when he was told that some 
of it might possibly be served to the 
Queen that night, his reply was: "But 
surely they will give her turkey for 
Thanksgiving!" 
We sat under the fierce glare of a 
row of giant television and movie 
lights, and noticed that a few ladies, 
and even a Senator or two, had wisely 
taken refuge behind coloured glasses. 
When we entered the Chamber it was 
a cool fifty-five degrees, but in a very 
short time, the heat of the great lights 
had raised the temperature to a trying 
ninety degrees. As time went on, two 
ladies fainted, and another sitting 
directly in front of me, almost suc-
cumbed. 
Just opposite to us the members of 
the Diplomatic Corps and their wives 
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were seated. They were a colourful and 
handsome group, many of the men in 
the bright uniforms of their native 
countries, and some of the women also 
in native costume. We noted especially 
the rich sari of the wife of the Indian 
ambassador, the colourful batik cos-
tume worn by the wife of the ambas-
sador from Indonesia, and the charm-
ing gown of the doll-like little lady who 
is the wife of the ambassador from 
Japan. 
The wife of the Spanish ambassador 
wore a bandeau of turquoise silk held 
together in front by a cluster of 
diamonds which some ladies sitting 
nearby assured us were certain to be 
"real" because this beautiful woman 
was a Rothschild relative. It was good 
to see Lady Garner, the charming and 
friendly American wife of the High 
Commissioner for Britain, who with 
her husband, Sir Saville Garner, had 
so recently visited us in the Maritimes; 
and also to see Madame Lacoste, wife 
of the ambassador from France, who 
with her husband had made so many 
friends here in the course of a Mari-
time tour. 
Mrs. Brooks, wife of the Hon. A. J. 
Brooks, Minister of Veterans' Affairs, 
and New Brunswick's representative 
in the Federal Cabinet, was a pleasing, 
petite figure in ice-blue satin, and 
Olive Diefenbaker, the wife of the 
Prime Minister, was lovely to look at 
in a gown of palest pink. It would be 
difficult to imagine a more perfect wife 
for a Prime Minister than this gracious, 
kind, talented and beautiful woman. 
We noticed that the Governor-
General, the Rt. Hon. Vincent Massey, 
was not present, the reason being that 
the Queen whom he represents in 
Canada, was to be there on her own 
throne. We were told that a few seats, 
including that reserved for the Russian 
ambassador, were vacant because those 
who hoped to occupy them were kept 
away by the influenza which about this 
time reached epidemic proportions in 
Ottawa. 
At three o'clock-the historic hour 
struck. There was a breathless silence. 
The Queen was entering the Chamber. 
She came in regally, taking the raised 
hand of her handsome Prince, and 
moved down the red-carpeted aisle of 
the Senate Chamber to her Throne. She 
was Youth, Beauty, and happy Serenity 
personified-a fairy Queen indeed. In 
all the ninety years of preceding 
Canadian history, no reigning Monarch 
had ever before opened a Parliament. 
Even those present who had witnessed 
other Openings, must have found this 
occasion profoundly different, and for 
those of us who had never seen an 
Opening before, it was a moving ex-
perience. It was, as the Queen herself 
The Queen, wearing The Maple Leaf of Canada dress at the State Dinner tendered by her at 
Government House on Monday night, October fourteenth. This beautiful gown was designed for 
her by Norman Hartnell especially for her Canadian trip. It is of pale green satin with an appliqued 
border of deep green maple leaves in velvet. Above she shakes hands with Chief Justice Patrick 
Kerwin while Governor-General Vincent Massey stands in the background. 
was so soon to say, "a moment to 
remember". 
Everyone at all interested who has 
not seen the Queen's magnificent 
Coronation dress has, I am sure, read 
a description of it, as well as of her 
sparkling jewels and priceless heirloom 
tiara, but I should like to say that all 
of these things in themselves are mere 
accessories. It is the Queen herself who 
lends enchantment to them. It is her 
graciousness, sweetness of character 
and fine self-discipline which attract 
and hold those who see her. In the 
midst of the heat and the whirling and 
clicking of the cameras, she, almost 
alone, seemed cool, composed, un-
ruffled, and impervious to physical 
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discomfort as she went about the dis-
charging of her high duties. 
The Prime Minister, Mr. Diefen-
baker, took his place to the right of the 
throne, Senator John Haig, Govern-
ment leader in the Senate, to the left. 
Queen Elizabeth ascended the steps to 
the throne, Prince Philip bowing to her 
as she did so, and moving on toward 
his own seat at her left. 
"Pray be seated" were the first 
words uttered by the Sovereign in the 
Senate. She sat down, and the Prince 
did likewise. Then the Speaker of the 
Senate, the Hon. Mark Drouin, also 
spoke his first words in this Chamber, 
lifted his hat, bowed, and commanded 
the Black Rod, Her Majesty's personal 
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"What sights and what sounds ... the stately Parliament Buildings, spacious Confederation 
Square, the green lawns ... the crowds of people, tiers deep, lining the streets ... " 
representative in the Senate, to sum-
mon the Commons. 
During the interval which ensued, 
we all had time to really see the Queen 
and the Prince, and to look about us. 
Particularly impressive were the eight 
members of the Supreme Court in their 
scarlet, ermine-trimmed robes of office, 
who sat on chairs rather than wool-
sacks directly in front of the Queen's 
Throne. 
Very soon, the Commons arrived 
and stood, headed by their newly-
elected Speaker, the Hon. Roland 
Michener, at the bar of the Senate 
Chamber. In the forefront, among the 
Cabinet Ministers, was the first woman 
Cabinet Minister in Canadian history, 
the Hon. Ellen Fairclough, Secretary of 
State. She wore a floor-length gown of 
dark velvet with long sleeves-an 
appropriate compromise between a 
formal and a "working" dress. 
Then came the reading of the Speech 
from the Throne. In both English and 
in French it lasted just thirty-seven 
minutes. The Queen did not once 
falter. She did not wear glasses to read, 
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nor did she blink an eye in the glaring 
light. Prince Philip gave her an intent 
hearing. He gave no indication of 
fatigue though everyone who had read 
the papers knew that he had been up 
since dawn. As the Queen read on, his 
interest appeared to deepen, and this 
is not surprising for here was an 
historic speech. Prepared by Prime 
Minister Diefenbaker, its prose was 
distinguished, and its content impres-
sive. Generalities were replaced by 
specific references, and there was every 
indication that pre-election promises 
were to be carried out. 
The highlight of the Speech and of 
the entire day came for us when from 
the lips of the Queen of Canada we 
heard the familiar words "Atlantic 
Provinces", "Beechwood" and "New 
Brunswick!" To think that the first 
official intimation of federal aid for 
Beechwood would be announced by the 
Queen herself seemed to us almost 
unbelievable! It was wonderful news, 
and has meant more than I can say 
to my husband, Hugh John Flemming. 
As he said in commenting on it, 
"These generous references in the 
Speech from the Throne crown years 
of patient effort on the part of the 
Government of New Brunswick, and 
completely overshadow the many dis-
appointments suffered by us in the 
past." 
Reading the French portion of the 
Speech was no effort at all for the 
Queen. After the opening ceremonies 
I met Commander Booth of the Salva-
tion Army and his French-educated 
wife who spoke glowingly of the 
Queen's flawless and fluent French and 
praised her for "the so difficult achieve-
ment for Anglo-Saxons, the perfect 
French 'R'." 
The Speaker of the House of Com-
mons, the Hon. Roland Michener, as 
well as the Speaker of the Senate, the 
Hon. Mark Drouin, are both bi-
lingual, and both spoke in the Senate 
Chamber in Canada's two official 
languages. Mr. Michener, who was my 
dinner partner at Her Majesty's State 
Dinner that evening at Government 
House, told me that he had found 
listening to French records most help-
ful in his study of the language. He was 
delighted to hear that my husband was 
studying French also and that he 
found in it a fascinating interest. 
At the Speaker's reception following 
the Opening of Parliament, we met and 
talked with Senator Muriel Fergusson 
of New Brunswick, a gracious, friendly 
and thoroughly competent woman, 
whom it is always a pleasure to meet. 
Like the Hon. Ellen Fairclough, 
Senator Fergusson wore a becoming 
dark dress suitable for the combined 
social and business aspects of the 
. 
occasion. 
Looking back on the entire wonder-
ful occasion of the Queen's visit to 
Canada, the things that impressed me 
most, apart from the wonderful refer-
ences to the Atlantic Provinces and 
Beechwood in the Speech from the 
Throne, were the little acts of kindness 
so much a part of our Queen's charac-
ter. For instance, when she was 
introduced by New Brunswick's Colo-
nel Brooks, the Minister of Veterans' 
Affairs, to the veterans gathered to 
meet her at the Cenotaph, she had a 
kindly word of greeting and a special 
stnile for each one of them. 
She stopped for a long chat with Mr. 
Lorenzo Robichaud, who was present 
to represent the Canadian Paraplegic 
Association. Mr. Robichaud has been 
in a wheel chair ever since he was 
wounded in France during the Second 
World War. 
Her Majesty's graciousness as well 
as her alertness was well illustrated 
when on Tuesday afternoon at the 
reception given by the Government 
chiefly for Members of Parliament and 
Senators and their wives, she amazed 
Mrs. Clarence V. Emerson of Saint 
John when she asked if it was not her 
husband who had just been appointed Tlze Queen and Prince Philip at the Cenotaph 
"The highlight of the Speech and of the entire day came for us when from the lips of the Queen of Canada we heard the familiar words 'Atlantic 
Provinces', 'Beechwood' and 'New Brunswick!' To think that the first official intimation of federal aid for Beechwood would be announced by the 
Queen herself seemed to us almost unbelievable!" 
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"When she was introduced by New Bruns-
wick's Colonel Brooks, the Minister of 
Veterans' Affairs, to the veterans gathered to 
meet her at the Cenotaph, she had a kindly 
word of greeting and a special smile for each 
of them. She stopped for a long chat with Mr. 
Lorenzo Robichaud, who was present to 
represent the Canadian Paraplegic Associa-
tion." 
to the Senate on the preceding Satur-
day! 
Everywhere it was apparent that the 
Queen loved and was loved by the 
children. How wonderful she was and 
how wonderful she looked was re-
flected in the uplifted eyes of thousands 
of admiring children. Here indeed were 
"Children's faces lifted up, holding 
wonder like a cup". 
She also had a word for our kindred 
the dumb animals and spoke daily for 
"those who cannot speak for them-
selves". After each long drive, when 
she got out '" of her horse-drawn car-
riage, she went up to pat the horses' 
heads, and to enquire from the driver 
as to how he thought the horses had 
stood the trip. 
One of the best things I have seen 
written about the Queen's visit to 
Canada was in Dr. Charlotte Whitton's 
column in "The Ottawa Citizen". Dr. 
Whitton wrote: "Her Majesty's open-
ing of the 23rd Parliament of Canada 
is the absolute supreme recognition of 
the Dominion as a sovereign state. 
Nothing must be suffered to submerge 
its solemnity in a social setting or a 
mere pageantry of state." 
Our Queen's visit must make us all 
realize more fully the significance and 
importance of the Crown in Canadian 
national life. A former mayor of 
Montreal, M. Camillien Houde, put it 
very simply when he said: " ... what 
makes our system work is the Sovereign. 
With us Parliament is always keeping 
its eye on the people and what they are 
thinking. The government of the day 
is keeping its eye on parliament all the 
time but the Sovereign is keeping an 
eye all the time both on the govern-
ment and the people. And the Sovereign 
is there if the government isn't." 
To the Muggeridge-minded among 
us, if such there be, I would like to say 
that in a world of violence, disunity 
and danger, it is scarcely less than 
suicidal to give offence to those forces 
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among us which make for unity, 
decency and good will. Surely the 
British Monarchy as exemplified in our 
gracious Queen Elizabeth is one such 
force still vital today. In our Queen 
we have a living example of nobility of 
character, one worthy of imitation by 
ourselves and by our children. Hers 
is a life of effort, a genuinely noble life 
of "spontaneous and joyous effort". 
As the great modern Spanish writer 
Ortega y Gasset puts it: "Nobility is 
synonymous with a life of effort, ever 
set on excelling oneself in passing 
beyond what one is, to what one sets 
up as a duty and an obligation to 
become. In this way the noble life 
stands opposed to the common or 
inert life. The mass man is so-called 
not so much because of his multitude 
as because of his inertia." 
In our Queen we have an outstanding 
example of noble effort made daily on 
behalf of others. It is my hope that the 
present Government will take legal 
action to make it clear to all the world 
that the national anthem of Canada 
was, is, and ever shall be, "God Save 
the Queen!". · 
LATE fall has arrived in the Canadian forest and of a 
crisp October morning you 
head for partridge country. 
Right off, your dog sniffs for 
a scent; your gun is loaded 
with the safety catch properly 
set; it balances lightly at the 
end of your arm, carefully 
pointed towards the ground. 
You are ready for action-
but before it comes you and 
your companion fall into easy 
silence, peaceful, expectant. 
This is one of the many 
pleasant moments to be found 
in the forest - whether 
one is hunting, fishing, 
bird-watching or merely 
staring into a camp fire. 
Because fire, of all its 
enemies, can do the forest 
most harm, leaving it a 
blackened, ugly scene of 
desolation, it requires rigid 
control. 
• 
But the rules are sinzple: 
-Never smoke while 
travelling through the forest, 
on foot or otherwise; if you 
must smoke, make a full stop 
and then crush your ashes and 
butts well into the ground. 
-Don·t merely stan1p out your 
camp fire - soak it through 
and through. 
NEW BRUNSWICK INTERNATIONAL PAPER COMPANY 
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For 22 years, Mutual of Omaha has been a " Canadian 
Citizen". 
Its policies have always been designed to meet 
Canadian needs. 
It has saved hundreds of thousands of Canadians from 
financial loss occasioned by hospitalization or income 
stoppage due to sickness and accident. 
It has paid cash benefits of $35,028,926 since inception. 
Its funds work for Canada by aiding the development 
of resources and projects in almost every province 
of the country. 
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Today, wherever you go, you'll find this good citizen 
at work. For, to serve its 138,190 policy owners, 
Mutual of Omaha maintains offices in every major 
centre of Canada. 
OMAHA 
1.\'IUTU AL BENEFIT 
liEALTH & ACCIDENT ASSOCIATION 
World's Largest Exclusive 
H ealth & Accident Company 
H ALIFAX OFFICE: Mr. C. H. Stuart, 
315 Roy Building, 
Tel: 3-8854 
The Burning of the "Royal Tar" as portrayed in HBrother Jonathan's Travels" -Webster Collection, N.B. Museum. 
SHOWMEN, TINSEL 
AND TANBARK 
M R. Robertson arrived in Saint John during August, 1808, . . for a three weeks perform-
ance at Mr. Stevens' adjoining Mr. 
McKee's Cooperage. He was 
''the Celebrated and Original Caledon-
ian Antipodean Whirligig from Mr. 
Astley's Amphitheatre, London." 
He whistled to orchestral accompani-
ment in imitation of Thrushes, Bobo-
links, Nightingales and ~any. other 
birds; he danced a hornptpe m the 
character of a British tar, and dld 
manly feats of tumbling from chairs, 
tables, etc. To give her husband a 
breather, Mrs. Robertson took over 
one evening, dancing among twenty 
eggs blindfolded, allegedly without 
breaking any, but she did not repeat 
the act. After singing a comic song, 
"Solomon the Jew", Mr. Robertson 
did his grand finale, 
"that astonishing feat called the An-
tipodean Whirligig in which Mr. R. 
by J. RUSSELL HARPER 
Copyright, J. Russell Harper, 1957 
will go around upon his head, on a 
common table, at the rate of 250 
times a minute." 
For a few brief weeks New Brunswick 
witness.ed acts that delighted Lon-
doners in the greatest of all show 
places, Astley's Amphitheatre, Lon-
don. They paid 5 I- for lower and 
2/6 for upper seats but there W·ere 
postponements when the weather was 
bad, and the opening performance 
was set over when Robertson had 
difficulty in hiring local musicians. 
Robertson was one of that race of 
travelling showmen who wandered 
about the Atlantic Provinces in the 
pioneer days. Some were acrobats, 
others did sleight of hand tricks, o·ne 
brought a performing pig, and then 
when transportation became easier, 
the great circus trains grew out of the 
lowly beginnings. Most of those from 
overseas came first to Halifax and 
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then on to other centres, while Ameri-
cans came up the coast from Ne\v 
York and Boston. The first on rec-
ord was a tightrope performer who 
turned up in Fredericton during J anu-
ary, 1789. Seventy people at a time, 
including Governor Carleton and his 
small son, crowded into a very small 
and stuffy room to watch his gyra-
tions. Mr. Hackley, another of the 
same kind, was in Saint John during 
1795. He performed sleight of hand 
tricks, did a tightrope act, and then 
put on a puppet show called "The 
Tragic Scene of Babes in the Wood 
with Several Other Comic Feats per-
formed with Figures". He looked to 
the Lower Cove set for his patronage; 
this noisy rabble was not considered 
the cream of Saint John society. He 
advertised that if the more refined 
"Chipman Hill" crowd wanted to see 
his acts, he would be happy to give 
f 
TEL. STUDIO 
ROTHESAY 
N.B. JEAN GREGG Vine wood 7-7183 
INTERIOR DECORATOR· 
... announces the appointment to her staff of Mrs. Marian DeGruchy, 
a Graduate of Mount Allison University Fine Arts Department, with post-
graduate work in colour and design with Renzius of New York. Mrs 
DeGruchy has had many successful years in architectural work in Halifax, 
and we are now prepared to help you with your architectural problems 
and alterations as tvell as your interior decorating. 
FABRICS 
The widest choice to be seen east of Montreal or Boston/ 
WALLPAPERS ELECTRIC FIXTURES 
UPHOLSTERY FABRICS RUGS, CARPETS, etc. 
FINE FURNITURE 
Agents for ill itchell-H olland l.~td., Montreal 
Appointments can be made for the studio or in your own home 
or your proble1ns can be tackled by correspondence. Samples 
sent on request. 
Our knowledge and experience are at your service 
No job too large or too small 
DON'T DELAY--SEND NOW FOR SAMPLES 
McCREADY'S 
-----SINCE 1883-----
RELISH 
When preparing for a really 
tasty meal be sure and in-
elude McCready's pickles on 
your shopping list, moderately 
priced and unexcelled for 
flavour and crispness. 
McCREADY'S LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN, NEW BRUNSWICK 
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Government 
Municipal 
Public Utility 
Corporation Securities 
In matters relating to investments or 
the underwriting and distribution of 
securities, the facilities of our organ-
ization are at your disposal. 
EASTERN SECURITIES 
COMPANY 
. LIMITED 
Established 1910 
63 Prince William Street 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
.. 
Charlottetown, P.E.I., Summerside, P.E.I. 
Halifax, N.S. Sydney, N.S. 
Fredericton, N.B. 
SALES 
Moncton, N.B. 
Wheel Cha·irs 
Invalid Walkers 
C.rutches - Canes 
Patient lifters 
Hospital Bed's 
RENTALS 
DRUGS • SURGICAL SUPPLIES 
WASSONS 
DRUG STORE 
Saint John, New Brunswick 
CANADIAN-BRITISH 
ENGINEERING 
CONSULTANTS 
Water Supply and Treatment 
Sewerage and Sewage Disposal 
Highways 
RIVERS & HARBOUR WORKS 
HYDRO & THERMAL POWER PROJECTS 
HALIFAX, 513 Barrington St. 
TORONTO, 1662 Avenue Road 
The Exchange Coffee House at the Corner of King Street and Market 
Square, Saint JohnJ Mecca of travelling showmen in the early 1800s 
private performances at the shortest 
notice to a "select company of Ladies 
and Gentlemen". 
Mr. Maginnis engaged the Long 
Room at Widow Mallard's where the 
first Assembly of the Province of New 
Brunswick had met just ten years 
before, for a more ambitious perform-
ance. He did "Babes in the Wood" 
"Whittington and His Cat" with pup-
pets, and manipulated the spectacles 
of "Earl Howe's Engagement" and 
the "Grand View of the Siege of 
Gibraltar" which at that time were as 
familiar as the "Evacuation of Dun-
kirk" or the "Bombing of Hiroshima'' 
would be today. Models moved be-
fore a painted backdrop as noisy 
flashes of igniting gunpowder height-
ened the realism of battle. Fifty years 
later, people were still watching spec-
tacles of sorts, but by then they were 
shown in Beckwith's Long Room, 
Fredericton, and in Saint John's Me-
chanics Institute. In th.ese later days, 
gigantic moving panoramas of the 
Mississippi or the Great Lakes un-
rolled, while spielers described all the 
features and a thin pianoforte broke 
in at appropriate intervals; sometimes 
there was even a tremulous soprano 
to lessen the boredom and prolon.g 
the whole. Visitors probably felt that 
they were getting their money's worth. 
The thirst was exceedingly great for 
those who went to see Mr. Burnel at 
Cody's Coffee House, Saint John. He 
poured at will three different kinds 
of liquor from one bottle, and then 
produced an "Accommodating Land-
lady who would supply the public 
with anything they required at a mo-
ment's notice". He was a professional 
conjuror but described himself as 
"a Member of the ,Academy of Fine 
Arts and Sciences of Paris, and of 
other Philosophical Institutions in 
Europe, and Professor of Natural and 
Experimental Philosophy." 
In that same Long Room was set up 
the first model railway locomotive to 
be seen in New Brunswick. The year 
was 1832, and the builder was Mr. 
Dangerfield, who toured all of the 
cities on the Atlantic seaboard. He 
claimed that his model would go 
around the room at sixty miles an 
hour, a statement which smacks of 
Barnum and Bailey showmanship. 
The visit did awaken local interest 
in railways, and only a few years later 
at St. Andrews the sod was turned for 
the province's first railway. 
The acts of the travelling showmen 
were varied, to say the least. Signor 
Blitz toured with a troupe of learned 
canary birds who swung on ropes, 
pulled carriages, and did other soul-
stirring acts. There were wax work 
museums with models of Indian 
princesses and George Washington, 
shown by permission of His Worship 
the Mayor. Such were more refined 
than the slap-stick which provoked 
throaty laughs that shook Lee's Opera 
House, Saint John, in the 1870s. 
People flocked there to see Burnhatn 
and Philip's San Francisco Minstrels, 
Uncle Tom's Cabin, and C. E. 
Plaisted, popularly known as "Brud-
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der Bones" in his original and great 
"Bone Solo and Rattlesnake Jig". 
The stellar attractions at other times 
were laughing gas demonstrations 
where the laughter of the victims was 
infectious. It spread to the audience 
until the whole building was a seeth-
ing mass of rollicking laughter. 
Performing bears toured the Mari-
time Provinces as late as a half cen-
tury ago but they had a worthy 
pioneer in the way of solo animal acts 
in the "Celebrated Learned Pig". This 
renowned porker was installed in Se-
cord's (formerly Kent's) Tavern, 
King St., Saint John, in 1802. The 
building was known to all, for fron1 
there the coach left for Fredericton 
and other points. While the proprie-
tor said that 
"the extreme sagacity of this animal 
is too well known to need a vain, 
puffing, elusive advertisement" 
yet he felt called on to state its accom-
plishments. The pig 
"spells, tells the time of the day, both 
the hours and the minutes, by any 
person's watch in the company, the 
date of the year, the day of the 
month, distinguishes colours, how 
many persons there are present, 
ladies and gentlemen, and to the 
astonishment of every spectator will 
add, subtract, multiply and divide. 
To conclude, any gentleman may 
draw a card from a pack and keep it 
concealed, and the Pig will without 
hesitation discover it when drawn." 
The dumb animal stayed in the city 
for a week that none might miss the 
extraordinary performances. No men-
tion was made of the ventriloquist nor 
ow 
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the small boy who sat beneath the 
platform to prod the beast at the mo-
ment when the reflex was needed to 
indicate th.e correct answer to the 
master's conundrums. 
More sensational fare was carried 
about when facilities for transporta-
tion improved. Cope and Willoughby 
had belonged to the Royal Menagerie) 
Tower of London, and brought to the 
Maritimes a great reptile collection. 
In it were an extraordinary Amphis 
Veaeva or Mammoth Worm the Har-· 
. ' lequin Serpent, an immense Ana-
conda, the Great Boa Constrictor of 
Java, and the Crotalus Horridus of 
East Florida. From New Holland 
c~me three Musk Kangaroos, one 
with a young in its pouch. Silver 
pheasants from China and other birds 
listed far down on the handbill seen1 
commonplace after these. The men-
agerie strangely .enough was housed 
in The Friary, Horsfield St., Saint 
John, which had been used by Mr. 
Giannini as a dancing school until 
1839. There also Robert Foulis in-, 
ventor of the steam fog horn, had 
had a school of "Arts". He produced 
"an excellent series of Experimental 
Illustrations with a view to combine 
instruction with amusement, and with 
a laudable curiosity for further re-
s-earch." 
Only in the circus do we reach the 
peak of the showman's art. The first 
small ones toured Nova Scotia and 
New Brunswick in the 1830s. W. H. 
Fuller's menagerie of Boston made 
the rounds in the summer of 1836. It 
arrived back in Saint John from Nova 
Scotia in October, put on a final 
performance, and then embarked on 
the new steamer "Royal Tar" for 
Portland. The fine boat had been 
launched but a few weeks before 
when a couple of hundred of the 
city's most prominent citizens were 
"regaled in her splendid and spacious 
cabins with a hot luncheon accom-
panied by 'Rivers of Sherry and 
Oceans of Champagne'." Toasts were 
drunk to the "Patriotic and beloved 
Sovereign for whom the Royal Tar 
was named, THE SAILOR KING, 
William IV". The circus band played 
on board as the ship left the Saint 
John dock on a fateful October 21st 
bearing on board an elephant, tiger, 
two camels, a lion, several snakes a 
half doze~ trained horses, circus ~c­
tors and sixty passengers. 
A gale quickly rose. The boat 
stopped briefly at Eastport, then con-
tinued on. The captain hove-to in 
Penobscot Bay when he found that 
the steam was down. The second en-
gineer had allowed the boilers to go 
dry; half an hour later the boat was 
found to be on fire under the deck. 
The smoke was so thick that the 
pumps could only be manned for 
five minutes. Panic ensued. Sixteen 
cabin passengers, who presumably felt 
themselves of more consequence than 
those in steerage, grabbed the largest 
lifeboat and taking some of the crew .. 
drew away. In the pandemonium of 
stampeding animals, wriggling snakes 
and screaming passengers, two circus 
people iumped overboard but were 
rescued by the captain and two sail-
ors. Two camels were then pushed 
overboard. The elephant tramped and 
bellowed in terror, then jumped into 
the sea, upset a raft and drowned 
several souls. Fortunately a United 
States revenue cutter saw the burn-
ing steamship and rescued forty pas-
sengers. The death toll was thirty-
two. 
The elephant's fate was of most 
immediate concern to everyone in 
Saint John. A ship passed the great 
b.east's charred body floating out to 
sea several days later. As for the 
sixteen cabin passengers who stole 
the long boat, they were kindly taken 
in and given hot food and drink at a 
lonely coastal house, congratulatincr t~emselves on being the only sur: 
vtvors. They were much discomfited 
when Captain Reed walked in the 
door and confronted them with their 
conduct. 
Mr. Fuller came back to Saint 
John the next year with an even larger 
and better menagerie and circus. This 
time he rented Hopley's "Circus" a 
building which stood at the Golden 
Ball corner. The flooring in the 
centre of the theatre was taken up to 
make a sawdust ring for equestrian 
performances. For a whole week Mr. 
Fuller's "Medora, the Milk-white 
Mare" performed admirably. There 
were also Grecian exercises Chinese 
tumblers, comic and Negro s~ngs, and 
the whole concluded with "Billy But-
ton's Unfortunate Journey to Brent-
ford!" There was no hint of the 
. ' . previous year s tragic episode except 
for one thing; some wag with an ill-
placed sense of humour tacked up 
over the billboard a picture of a 
BLAKE NY'S 
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service to the contractor and builder 
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burning ship and a doggerel poem 
reading: 
The Royal Tar, she went too far, 
Her boiler got too hot; 
She'll never see St. John again, 
Because she's gone to pot. 
Messrs. June, Titus, Angevine & 
Co. with ladies poised on horseback 
carried on the Fuller tradition in 
Fredericton, Saint John and other 
centres. Sometimes indeed when en-
tertainments were not sufficiently ex-
citing, rowdy local youths provided 
more action outside than inside the 
tent. Some boys cut the rope of the 
big top set up on a vacant lot near 
the Stone Church, Saint John. It en-
gulfed a mass of struggling actors 
and spectators. Next night the mayor 
and city council with fifty special 
constables attended to prevent a 
repetition. Even at that there was a 
bit of riot and one alderman was ser-
iously injured. Order was eventually 
restored. 
Our Victorian ancestors kne\v 
nothing of midget wrestlers; they de-
manded less of their midgets. As early 
as 1810 little "Roserio" delighted all 
with his quaint antics at the Drury 
Lane Theatre, Saint John. Greater 
things were reserved for the future. 
It was indeed quite another matter 
when two foot high and fifteen pound 
General Tom Thumb and his suite 
arrived in New Brunswick on Con-
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MASONRY FINISH 
Silicone Vinyl Plastic 
Originated in England 
in 1939 
Fade-Proof and Water 
Repellant 
For Brick, Cement, Stucco, 
Asbestos & New Swimn1ing 
Pools. In white and 8 ready-
use colors from which 15 
intermix colors can he made. 
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Things are happening 
the • 1n Maritimes 
AN INFANT INDUSTRY WALKS 
WITH GIANT STRIDES 
Only four years of age, the Base Metals 
Mining Industry of New Brunswick is 
swiftly growing into powerful and pro-
ductive maturity. 
In 1956, for instance, the total value of 
all minerals mined in New Brunswick 
was estimated at $18,244,600 . . . 16% 
higher than in the previous year. And 
the new mining boom has brought more 
capital investment, more employment 
and added nearly $10,000,000 annt1ally 
to the province's economy, dt1ring the 
past four years. 
rrhe renlarkahle development of base 
metal mining shows that the Maritimes 
are as rich with rewards for initiative 
enterprise and hard 'vork as ever they 
were. 
Ninety years ago the T. S. Simms Com-
pany was, like mining today, a very 
young industry. But, again like the 
mining, it had the seeds of initiative and 
progress within it. 
Through three generations of Simn1s 
these seeds have steadily blossomed and 
for 90 years, the Simms Company has 
not only contributed to Canada, to the 
Maritimes and its people's welfare hut 
its products have made Canada known 
th.roughout the world. 
Saint John, N.B. 
Montreal Toronto Winnipeg 
Makers of Fine Quality Paint Brushes, Household Brushes, 
Lather Brushes, Brooms and Mops for over 90 years. 
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federation's first anniversary. Tom 
Thumb had visited all of the crowned 
heads of Europe under the manage-
ment of the world's greatest show-
man, P. T. Barnum. Tom was the 
darling of Queen Victoria, and in a 
Napoleonic uniform his song and 
dance routine had even melted Wel-
lington, the "Iron Duke". Ballyhoo 
reached a peak with the midget's mar-
riage in fashionable Grace Church, 
New York, to tiny Miss Lavina War-
ren. Subsequently the two midgets 
left Barnum's tender care, holding 
court at innumerable European re-
ceptions, singing, dancing, performing 
comic acts and burlesquing in char-
acter costumes. These, the world's 
premier vaudeville attractions, toured 
with two other midgets, Commodore 
Nutt and Miss Winnie Warren, who 
had been attendants at their famous 
wedding. The four were appearing in 
"the rich and elegant dresses and the 
brilliant collection of diamonds wom 
before the various Potentates of 
Europe, all of which are introduced 
in these popular Levees and had cost 
over Twenty Thousand Dollars in 
Gold." 
Tom Thumb and his "Lilliputian 
Suite" reached Saint John from Bos-
ton on the steamer "New England", 
and thousands crowded the wharf to 
see them disembark. They drove at 
once in their "State Carriage" to the 
Park Hotel and subsequently gave 
three levees each day at the Me-
chanics Institute. The General dis-
played his inimitable humour "that 
made him a delight to the ladies", 
Commodore Nutt as a mimic gave a 
perfect rendition of "The Perfect 
Cure" and "Black Crow", and Mias 
Warren was "exceedingly graceful". 
They were stared at for three days 
after which these "Four beautiful and 
symmetrically formed Ladies and 
Gentlemen in Miniature, the Greatest 
Wonder of the Age!" left for Sussex 
where they held their next Levee. 
Barnum's ballyhoo had made Tom 
Thumb a top world personality, but 
the great showman's first and great·· 
est love was the circus. His circuses 
reached colossal proportions when 
they were mechanized for railway 
travel. The most stupendous of all 
was that of 1885, which brought to 
Saint John "Jumbo, the Wonder and 
Children's Great Pet". Barnum had 
bought this enormous African ele-
phant from the London Zoo three 
years before when the British press 
protested so vigorously that the 
American Ambassador declared in a 
secret Presidential report that the only 
current crisis between the two nations 
was the matter of an elephant. Bar-
num also brought to New Brunswick 
in that same circus the famous Sacred 
White Elephant: he had smuggled it 
P. T. Barnum lvith Contmodore Nutt. General Tom Thumb, Mrs. Tom Thumb, and 
Miss Warren -From an early daguerreotype. 
out of Burma with the aid of fifty 
Mohammedans and with the conniv-
ance of a corrupt local politician. The 
elephant proved to be nothing but a 
dirty gray. Making the best of things, 
P. T. decided that the publicity war-
ranted exhibition anyway. He was 
much chagrined when a rival circus 
produced a truly snow-white ele-
phant; they whitewashed theirs every 
second day. 
The 1885 circus also featured 
"Jo-Jo", the D.og-Faced Russian Boy, 
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"Arda", th.e Wild Guatemalian, Bar-
num's Roman Hippodrome and a 
thousand new features. The street pa-
rade was valued at $1,500,000 ac-
cording to publicity men, who like nice 
round figures. Almost 30,000 people 
came to say good-by to Jumbo. Ac-
tually the great beast was too stupid 
to perform in the ring. His one re-
markable feat in Saint John was to 
refuse to set foot on the Reversing 
Falls bridge. Two months later he 
was struck by a train in Saint 
the 
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Jumbo's heroic act in rescuing a smaller elephant and lvhich cost him his own life -From an early circus advertisement 
Thomas, Ontario. The lumbering 
creature refused to alter his course 
as a locomotive approached, just as 
steadfastly as he had refused to set 
foot on the bridge. Jumbo probably 
felt that the train should get out of 
his way. After the crash, a post-
mortem and burial, the irrepressible 
Barnum announced that death came 
in Jumbo's vain attempt to rescue a 
smaller elephant in danger of being 
crushed by the train. 
Occasionally circuses still tour the 
Maritimes, but most travelling show-
men w.ent out of business with the 
advent of the movie. It was the pass-
ing of an age on the ignominous day 
when the Saint John Mechanics In-
stitute, the local centre for the 
antics of stage comedians, songsters, 
minstrel shows and tumblers during 
the later Victorian years, was sold in 
1906 for $7,000. It was renamed the 
"Nickel", where to the tinkling of a 
piano, the flicks jumped before the 
bulging eyes of wondering audiences. 
The management grossed $36,000 in 
the first six years of operation. It 
burned in 1914, providentially when 
no show was in progress, since it had 
no proper exits. Then was really 
closed the long chapter of performin.~ 
pigs, Mr. Robertson's whirligig, and 
General Tom Thumb's levees. 
RED BALL BREWERY LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN 
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NEW BRUNSWICK 
Established 1833 
T HE CANADA COUNCIL, in the interests ! of drama, had just given a grant to the Canadian 
Players. 
Last winter, this group made their 
first, and highly successful, tour 
through Eastern Canada, with several 
side results quite unforeseen. The 
Maritimes acquired a favourite star, 
with no reserve at all decided to say so, 
let their opinions be known in Upper 
Canada-and thereby hangs a story, 
. replete with backstage drama of its 
own. 
The actor is William H utt, the 
Hamlet of last year's tour. 
Hamlet is the role of roles for an 
actor-if he is up to it. It demands not 
only stage presence, skill, the ultimate 
in vocal and physical control, but also 
one glittering extra, without which 
many Hamlets fail: the outer and 
visible effect of inner wit, of a natural 
and quick intelligence which is the 
actor's own. 
All of these, and in plentitude, 
William H utt possesses; but there was 
one other asset which (by his own 
say-so) he needed to help train him: 
an audience, ever new audiences. 
He is an audience actor. There is a 
story current at Canadian Players' 
office that, when the first reviews of his 
Hamlet proved amiable, but less than 
ecstatic, he read them, said quietly, 
"So. They didn't like it, did they?" 
then spoke no further word. 
It was a creative silence; for, 
throughout the winter's tour, he never 
pulled another poor review. Not one! 
The artist who can learn that much 
from those for whom he's creating, can 
become the ornament of any national 
stage. 
By the time the tour hit the Atlantic 
Provinces, William Hutt was so well 
aware of what he was doing, that he 
and his audiences were in glorious 
accord. Intermissions at his shows 
were notable for the almost eerie un-
William Hutt as Polonius 
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animity of opinion in the groups col-
lected out back: those who usually 
travel for their theatrical fare, the 
connoisseurs, clustered in one corner 
dazed and dumbfounded at finding a 
Canadian Hamlet up to and better than 
the best they'd seen; near them, those 
who had never seen a legitimate play, 
in a rush of spontaneous delight at this 
one; children who had been dragged in 
for educational purposes whispering 
their surprise that this was more fun 
than television; ordinarily disputatious 
members of dramatic societies in un-
customary accord in admiration; and 
the stalwart businessmen of the region 
on one side announcing cautiously that 
of course they didn't understand this 
art stuff, but this was great !-while 
their ladies foregathered further along 
and demanded of one another "And 
where did HE come from?" in the 
hushed tone which has been creating 
matinee idols since drama began. 
Yea, more! These audiences stubbed 
out cigarettes and arrived back in their 
seats before the end of intermission- . 
than which there is no greater compli-
ment applause can give. 
Now, the Canadian Players' group 
was originally formed to give winter's 
occupation to actors who, in summer, 
play at the Stratford Shakespearean 
Festival, so, come spring, most of the 
members of the company moved into 
the stunning new Festival Theatre, and 
went to work on the summer plays. 
By melodramatic coincidence, one of 
these plays was Hamlet. In it, William 
Hutt was cast as Polonius. 
To those across Canada who had 
cheered this able actor as the brilliant, 
witty, young Renaissance prince, the 
thought that his range was to be 
lessened and his years increased to the 
point of playing a secondary role, all 
but senile, was agonizing. Those from 
the east, in particular, did not hesitate 
to say so, and loudly. More Mari-
timers than ever before made reserva-
tions at Stratford, and when they 
arrived they had a habit of cornering 
odd members of the company, and 
demanding the whys and wherefores 
of this gratuitous waste of a natural 
resource. 
These questions were greeted with 
blank stares; for, out of the thousands 
in Canada who had seen this impressive 
Hamlet, the directors of Stratford had 
not. 
by Joan Ganong 
Furthermore and ironically, the very 
casting of him in the older role was a 
tribute to his skill. This is a situation 
unique to Canada: for the acting 
profession, as a profession, is so new 
here that there is not the tremendous 
backlog of older actors, of ex-leading 
men, who compete for the elderly roles 
in more established theatres. Conse-
quently, the ability of a young actor to 
sink his own personality and physique 
in a really older part, with none the 
wiser, is an asset to Canadian pro-
ducers. Whether it is an asset to an 
audience is another matter; but as Bill 
Hutt was going his businesslike way, 
untroubled, his confreres clearly con-
sidered it weird that his private aud-
ience should be making an audible 
fuss. His audience, undismayed, con-
tinued fussing. 
He was untroubled because he was 
too busy doing brand new things to the 
role of Polonius, to shape it to size. 
Polonius is often played as doddering 
and all but dumb; this time, he strode 
on stage, shrewd, commanding, aging, 
able-and a new strength shot through 
the play. 
The reviewers took notice. "Bril-
liant", "powerful", "completely origi-
nal", "the artistic success of the 
evening", "William Hutt's Polonius 
was a collector's item", ("Sounds as if 
I were stuffed and mounted," said Bill 
Hutt). The reviews were unanimous. 
The only unsurprised one- pleased, 
but not surprised-was the actor him-
self. "But what had you expected I 
would do?" he enquired softly of an 
William Hutt as William Hutt 
admirer, with a blue-eyed blaze of 
genuine amusement, "Play Polonius as 
if I ought to be playing Hamlet?" 
As that was precisely what the 
admirer had had in mind, the conversa-
tion thereupon died a sudden death; 
but conversations like it were recurrent, 
as were the eastern audiences. 
"Will you tell me one thing?" de-
manded an irritated Stratford acquaint-
ance of me. "WHY is everyone from 
down your way so insistent that Hutt 
is wasted on Polonius? Wasted? He's 
terrific at roles like Polonius! So 
why-?" 
"Because we've seen him play 
Hamlet," I said. "And except for 
Cyrano, I can't- " 
"And how do you know I haven't 
seen him?" Huh! The question was 
superfluous. So was response, for this 
oversight in his education was about 
to be remedied, despite himself. In 
mid-season, the name star of the show 
fell down a flight of stairs and broke 
his foot. 
On three hours notice, William Hutt 
went on as Hamlet. He went on, and 
Stratford audiences had their first look 
at what this Stratford-trained actor 
could do in a real role. 
What they saw, shook even members 
of the company. 
"Even the first performance was far 
more powerful than a stand-in per-
formance," said Michael Langham, 
Stratford's director, afterwards. "And 
to manage to set his own interpreta-
tion of the role, smoothly, into a pro-
duction designed for a totally different 
interpretation, showed not only skill, 
but brilliant intelligence." This was 
better than fair professional praise, for 
Langham himself had designed the 
production and directed the other 
interpretation, but had not seen Wil-
liam Hutt's Hamlet until then. It 
would have been human, had he 
chosen not to be impressed; but 
Michael Langham loves good theatre. 
"The second performance let down a 
little, but was still strong. The third-" 
He paused, considered reminiscent!) , 
then smiled. "The third," he announc-
ed, categorically, "was magnificently 
exciting theatre, anywhere. Wonder-
fully exciting!" 
Others caught that feeling and gave 
it different voice; for at that third 
performance, the audience did not just 
applaud, .they arose and screamed. 
They watched a performance which 
held them electrified with excitement, 
throughout; one of the rare ones, one 
of the great. In response, they gave 
more than applause, they rose as one 
and gave the actor who had pleased 
them a long, vibrant and sustained peal 
of appreciation. Later in the summer, 
the events of the year were still being 
dated as before or after 'the scream'. 
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"But what was it?" I demanded of 
the one who had doubted our Mari-
time judgment but who, I'm triumphant 
to report, cared to doubt it no longer, 
"Just a scream?" 
"Not just a scream." he said. "It 
was- I don't know what it was! I've 
never heard anything like it. The 
audience just shrieked. There was a 
special sound about it." 
There was indeed. It's called vox 
populi. 
If Canada is lucky, Canadian direc-
tors will have heard, and understood. 
William Hutt would like to keep his 
career in Canada; we will be fortunate 
if it proves that he can do so. 
What is he doing at the moment? 
At the moment, he's reaping the 
rewards of having played Polonius too 
well! He is on Broadway, playing a 
man even older, (somewhere in the '80s, 
this one,) and playing him with such 
professional discipline and dignity that 
half the reviewers and all the audience 
are totally unaware that under those 
grey hairs and lines lurks an actor with 
all the talent, skill, and youth needed 
for a leading man, first class- a star, 
first magnitude. 
"But let's face it!" objected another 
actor. "The Broadway reviews do 
matter. He has to go there. You know 
how it is in Canadian art, of any kind. 
You have to go outside Canada to get 
recognition, before they'll dare to 
recognize you here." 
Hold it! If you'll pardon a note of 
regional prejudice, I'd like to sub-
divide that statement. 
It may be necessary to go out of 
Canada to get important reviews. But 
to get recognition, it seems only 
necessary to go out of Ontario. 
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WINDOWS ATTIC STAIRS 
Everything for the Homemaker 
FREE CATALOG ON REQUEST 
HALIFAX , TRURO DARTMOUTH 
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SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
ATLANTICDOTE 
THE MONEY GOES ROUND AND 
ROUND 
Of all the counties of beautiful New 
Brunswick, none is so lovely as the 
little county of Albert. 
High up on a hill which looks down 
on a narrow green valley (which is 
surely one of the most beautiful in the 
county), stretches a large farm. The 
only home on the road, which ends 
there, and too far back to look down 
to homes in the valley below, it is very 
lonely. But to Bill and his widowed 
mother, who lived there some time 
ago, it was Home and they were 
content. 
After some years the mother fell ill, 
and Bill, unable to care for her him-
self, advertised in the local newspaper 
for a housekeeper. 
His advertisement was answered. 
The young lady who came to them 
proved a willing worker. 
A few weeks later Bill went down 
to his nearest neighbour and asked the 
loan of five dollars. He and the hired 
girl wished to marry and he needed the 
money to pay the preacher. 
His obliging neighbour handed over 
the money and soon the couple made 
their way to the parsonage. 
The wedding ceremony was per-
formed; they were pronounced man 
and wife, and the preacher received a 
gift of five dollars for his services. 
Impressed by the all-too-evident 
poverty of the two, and touched by the 
winsome face of the bride, the kindly 
minister presented a wedding gift to 
the girl. The gift was five dollars. 
The only honeymoon was the ten-
mile drive from the parsonage to the 
farm on the hilltop. The scenery was 
delightful; the horse meandered home-
ward pausing here and there to crop 
the grass at the roadside. In due 
course, the home valley was reached 
and Bill turned his horse's head into 
his neighbour's lane. Arriving at the 
house, felicitations were expressed. 
Bill then removed the five-dollar bill 
from the reluctant hand of his bride 
and paid his debt. 
Thus Bill kept faith with his neigh-
bour; his neighbour had the satis-
faction of knowing he had upheld the 
neighbourly tradition of helpfulness; 
the minister had received a just reward 
for services given, and the bride, like 
the Mounties, had "got her man". 
ELLISE COLLIER 
We pay $10 for Atlanticdote$, 
limited to 375 words. 
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CHOCOLATES 
MOIRS Luxurv Chocolates offer a 
._ 
delightful selection of rich fruit 
cream centres, melt-in-your-mouth 
butter creams, crunchy nougats, 
nut creams and crispy, chewy pieces 
. . . ever~ything you could wish for 
in fine quality chocolates. 
Treat vour familv and friends to these 
~ u 
delicious chocolates soon. 
Pick up a box today! 
MASTERPIECE 
F-4966 
I 
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ROUND and ABOUT the MARITIMES • • 
A Long Memory 
A few weeks ago a senior New-
foundland citizen reached back 
into her nearly a century of 
memory to recall an event that 
probably no other person can re-
call. Mrs. Elizabeth Butt, of 
Spaniards Bay, known to friends 
and neighbours as "Aunt Lizzie", 
remembers the beginning of the 
laying of the first Atlantic cable 
in 1866. 
She was a little girl of eight 
when she visited the strange and 
wonderful ship that sailed into 
Heart's Content to begin its hard 
task of laying the cable across the 
ocean to Ireland. 
Newfoundland has also been the 
stepping off place for other great 
world events in Mrs. Butt's life-
time. 
* * * 
Cloak and Dagger 
Real cloak and dagger business 
turned up on the New Brunswick-
Maine border recently when a 
former hotel manager from Vance-
boro, Maine, was telling about a 
First World War sabotage attempt 
on the Canadian Pacific Railway. 
According to Aubrey Tague, a 
German lieutenant named Werner 
Horn arrived in Vanceboro from 
New York one winter night in 
1915 and asked Mr. Tague to 
arrange a room for him. 
Lieutenant Horn, a nervous 
and practical agent, waited three 
days before he set out one night 
to attend to his dark deeds, 
carrying his heavy suitcase. When 
he returned to the hotel his hands 
and ears were frozen. 
Mr. Tague hurried to the rail-
way bridge which is not far from 
McAdam, N.B., where he dis-
covered splintered iron and steel, 
the result of an explosion. The 
bridge was not seriously damaged, 
but Horn was arrested and sent-
enced to three years in prison in 
New York after pleading guilty to 
a charge of transporting explosives 
on a passenger train. The railway 
bridge was more carefully guarded 
during the rest of the war. 
Horn had frozen his hands and 
ears because he waited for two 
freight trains to pass before he 
detonated the explosives. 
* * * Of Many Parts 
George C. Machun1 of Mont-
real, who wrote the article "The 
Atlantic Provinces and the Vic-
toria Cross" on page 65, is a man 
of many parts. 
Soldier, sportsman and author, 
Mr. Machum has also been a 
stockbroker and for the last 
twenty-five years he has been an 
insurance agent. 
A native of Fredericton, N.B., 
he was graduated from Frederic-
ton High School and the Prov-
incial Normal College, and joined 
the 65th Nova Scotia Battalion 
shortly after the outbreak of the 
First World War. He served in 
France and Belgium with the 
Canadian Machine Gun Corps, 
and in 1920 he re-enlisted with the 
active militia. He was commis-
sioned with the 1st Canadian 
Motor Machine Gun Brigade and 
was promoted to lieutenant-
colonel. He commanded the unit 
in 1930. In 1934 he was elected 
president of the Canadian Machine 
Gun Corps Association. 
Mr. Machum has long been 
closely associated with sports. He 
engineers and scientists in the 
mineral industry have the op-
portunity to meet and discuss 
technology and visit and inspect 
mines and plants in the host 
country. 
The delegates arrived in New 
Brunswick by special train, where 
they were welcomed by Hon. 
Hon. Alhaji Muhammudu Ribadu, left, and C. A. R. Lambly, 
vice-president of Heath Steele Mines 
was president of the Amateur 
Athletic Union of Canada from 
1946 to 1948 and president of the 
British Empire Games Association 
of Canada from 1948 to 1953. He 
founded and became first presi-
dent of the Canadian Amateur 
Athletic Hall of Fame in 1949. 
In 1954 he founded the Fred-
ericton High School Old Students' 
Association and bas served as 
president since that time. 
Just for good measure he was 
sports editor of the Legionary 
Magazine from 1946 to 1954 when 
he was chairman of the Canadian 
Legion's sports and recreation 
committee, and about a year ago 
he published a book entitled 
Canada's V.C.'s, a fine tribute 
to those who served their country 
so gloriously. 
* * * Commonwealth Mining Congress 
Canada's mighty mineral in-
dustry was placed on review for 
the delegates to the Sixth Com-
monwealth Mining and Metallurg-
ical Congress. Starting in Van-
couver on September 7 and ending 
in Halifax on October 9, the 
engineers and geologists from 
thirty-five foreign countries view-
ed the rich and varied accomplish-
ments of Canadian mining as they 
travelled eastward on chartered 
planes and special trains. 
The Commonwealth Congress 
was formed in London, England, 
in 1924 and has since sponsored 
similar meetings and tours in 
Canada in 1927; South Mrica in 
1930; England in 1949; Australia 
and New Zealand in 1953. The 
objectives were to see that all 
Norman B. Buchanan, minister of 
lands and mines, and by Hon. 
Roger Pichette, minister of in-
dustry and development. The 
group then split into two parties, 
one stopping at Bathurst to visit 
the lead-zinc-copper deposits of 
Dr. Horace Fraser 
Brunswick Mining and Smelting 
Corporation and the other pro-
ceeded to Newcastle where they 
were conducted to Heath Steele 
Mines. 
Among the distinguished vis-
itors were: Dr. Horace Fraser, 
president of the Canadian Insti-
tute of Mining and Metallurgy ; 
Ron. Alhaji Muhammadu Ribadu, 
minister of mines of Northern 
Rhodesia; Sir Arthur Dean, 
chairman of the Libyan Public 
Development Agency; A. Abeya-
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koon, chief inspector of mines, 
Ceylon; Dr. George Baker, Uni-
versity of Melbourne, Australia ; 
and Dr. John Convey, director of 
the mines branch, Ottawa. 
Several of the delegates took 
part in technical discussions on 
the exploration activities with 
members of the local branch of the 
Canadian Institute of Mining and 
Metallurgy. 
At Newcastle the activities were 
similar, in which the open pit 
mines and the concentrating plant 
were toured. 
Upon leaving the Bathurst-
Newcastle area, the Congress 
again divided, in which a portion 
proceeded to Newfoundland where 
they visited the lead-zinc-copper 
operations at Buchans and the 
extensive submarine iron mines at 
Bell Island. 
The remainder of the delegates 
were shown the collieries and coal 
preparation plants at Sydney, 
Nova Scotia, and were conducted 
through the steel mills and by-
product coke ovens of the Dom-
inion Steel and Coal Corporation. 
* * * Chamber of Commerce 
Many Maritimers have recently 
returned from Victoria, B.C., 
where they showed their fellow 
Canadians the new spirit of enter-
prise and determination now at 
work in the four seaside provinces. 
Seventeen of these delegates 
came home with executive posi-
tions in the national organization. 
W. A. Scammell Case, executive 
vice-president of T. MeA vity and 
Sons Limited of Saint John, N .B., 
was elected second national vice-
president of the Canadian Cham-
ber of Commerce. The other 
national board of directors mem-
bers elected from the Atlantic 
Provinces were: New Brunswick, 
Parker D. Mitchell, Lancaster, 
vice-president, F. W. Dickison, 
Hartland and H. B. Tait, Monc-
ton, directors; Nova Scotia, J. N . 
Kenney, Yarmouth, vice-presi-
dent, H. I. Mathers, Halifax, and 
J. E. Shaffner, Berwick, directors; 
Prince Edward Island, J. R. Mun-
gall, Summerside, vice-president, 
B. E. Rogers, Charlottetown, and 
C. R. MacLaggan, Summerside, 
directors; Newfoundland, G. M. 
Winter, St. John's, vice-president, 
and W. W. Cossett, Corner Brook, 
and J. P. Molloy, Grand Falls, 
directors. 
L. G. Desbrisay, Moncton, A. 
H. Crosbie, St. John's, and H. 
Watson Jamer, Lancaster, were 
elected to the Executive Council. 
A. Irvine Barrow, C.A., Halifax, 
was elected a director-at-large. 
* * * Atlantic Food Show 
An Atlantic food show and 
convention will be held in Monc-
ton, N.B., during the last week of 
April, 1958. The show and con-
vention will be sponsored by the 
Atlantic Provinces Economic 
Council in co-operation with the 
food processing and packing 
industry in the four Atlantic 
Provinces. 
by Vedette 
Atlantic Provinces delegates to the twenty-eighth annual meeting of the Maritimes manager of the Canadian Chamber of Commerce and exe-
Canadian Chamber of Commerce held in the Empress Hotel, Victoria, cutive secretary of the Maritime Provinces Board of Trade; J. N. 
B.C. are shown here following a dinner tendered by the Province of Kenney, Yarmouth, N.S., vice-president of the Canadian Chamber for 
British Columbia. Seated, left to right, are Mrs. K. A. Ross, Halifax, Nova Scotia; W. A. S. Case, Saint John, second national vice-president, 
N.S.; Mrs. C. N. Wilson, Saint John, N.B.; Mrs. J. N. Kenney, Yar- Canadian Chamber of Commerce and president, Saint John Board of 
mouth, N.S.; Mrs. H. I. Mathers, Halifax, N.S.; Mrs. G. M. Winter, Trade; H. I. Mathers, Halifax director of the Canadian Chamber of 
St. John's, Newfoundland, and Mrs. W. A. S. Case, Saint John, N.B. Commerce, and president, Halifax Board of Trade; W. G. Clark, 
Standing, left to right, are K. A. Ross, general manager, Halifax Board president, Fredericton Board of Trade, and G. M. Winter, St. John's, 
of Trade; Capt. Jerry Petite, Halifax; William Hayward, Charlotte- vice-president of the Canadian Chamber of Commerce for Newfoundland, 
town, P.E.I.; C. N. Wilson, Saint John, N.B.; A. T. Parkes, Moncton, and president of the Newfoundland Board of Trade. 
A twelve-man committee head-
ed by R. M. Scott, general 
manager of Marven's Ltd., Monc-
ton biscuit, cracker and confec-
tionery manufacturers, has been 
chosen to plan the undertaking. 
Mr. Clarence T. Fitz-Randolph, 
formerly manager of the Maritime 
Food Council and now a member 
of the APEC staff, was named 
secretary of the planning com-
mittee. 
The Atlantic food show will be 
the first of its kind ever held in 
the Atlantic Provinces. The con-
vention will attract retail, whole-
sale and institutional buyers from 
the region and other areas of 
Eastern Canada. 
Nelson Mann, executive man-
ager of APEC, said: "the Atlantic 
food show will be the first of two 
shows to be sponsored by the 
Council in 1958. A second edition 
of the Atlantic Apparel and Foot-
wear Exhibit, held for the first 
time in Halifax, will be staged next 
year in New Brunswick, probably 
some time in May. The clothing 
and footwear show as it came to 
be called, was extremely success-
ful. Thirty regional manufacturers 
exhibited." Mr. Mann added, 
"The decision to hold an Atlantic 
food show and convention was a 
unanimous one. The food in-
dustry in the region is enthusiastic 
about the show. I feel certain that 
Mr. Scott and his committee will 
make the show an outstanding 
success and one which will be a 
credit, not only to the food 
industry itself, but to every 
industry in the region." 
The purpose of the food show 
is to provide an opportunity for 
retail, wholesale and institutional 
buyers as well as the public to see 
first hand the wide range of food 
products available from Atlantic 
Province processors and packers. 
Included in the show will be fish, 
poultry, meat, dairy, fruit, vege-
tables, confectionery and other 
quality food products processed 
and packed in the provinces of 
Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, 
Prince Edward Island and New-
foundland. 
* * * 
Memorial Exhibition 
Donald MacKay, principal of 
the Nova Scotia College of Art in 
Halifax, opened a special exhibi-
tion of paintings and sketches at 
the New Brunswick Museum in 
Saint John recently. This exhibi-
tion was made up of works by 
Avery Shaw, who from 1946 until 
his death in 1957 was art curator 
of the museum. 
63 
Born in St. Martins in the Dutch 
West Indies, Mr. Shaw was the 
son of a Nova Scotian medical 
doctor. His mother was English. 
He spent his boyhood in the West 
Indies and later studied architec-
ture in New York. For three years 
he was art instructor at Lower 
Canada College. Later he was 
employed with the Imperial Oil 
Company in Halifax, and in 1942 
he accepted a civilian appoint-
ment with the Canadian Army 
where he was draughting instruc-
tor in the Army Trade School 
until the end of the war. 
Mr. Shaw played an important 
part in gaining recognition for 
New Brunswick artists, past and 
present, and took a particular 
interest in the development of 
highly refined handicrafts in the 
province. His remarkable memory 
and his very extensive knowledge 
in many fields made him a 
valuable member of such organ-
izations as the Canadian Museums 
Association and the Maritime Art 
Association, both of which he 
served in executive positions. 
He bequeathed his extensive 
library and his various personal 
collections, including paintings 
and sculptures, to the museum. 
Dr. C. MeN. Steeves of Saint 
John, president of the museum, 
said in a foreword to the exhibi-
tion: "Through an unswerving 
loyalty to an ideal ... a generosity 
Avery Stzaw 
of means and hours of work, and 
encouraged by the sponsorship 
of an established institution of 
culture to further the public 
acceptance of the role of art 
education, this department has 
made its mark despite many 
handicaps, and stands today as a 
worthy memorial to those who 
gave so generously of their talents 
and time." 
FIGURES DON'T LIE • • • 
Wh at happens when 94,160 inquirers write 
for information? 
In our case the first thing that happened was 
that a reply went out to each. Most of them 
were handled with pre-packaged literature 
but, in every case where it ''ras required, a 
special letter of suggestion and advice went 
a] ong as well. 
Then as spring gave way to summer these in-
quirers came to be translated into actual tour-
ists. By the end of September a total of 
I40,045 United States cars had crossed the 
international border into New Brunswick on 
bona fide tourist entry permits. This was an 
increase of 6,849 over the total for the cor-
responding period of last year, registering a 
percentage gain of 5.1. 
But that's not all. During the period June I 
to Sept. 30 some 2I,858 American and 5I,6I5 
Canadian cars entered New Brunswick across 
the inter-Provincial border from Quebec. In 
tl1e same period 24,396 American and 64,532 
Canadian cars entered New Brunswick fron1 
Nova Scotia and Prince Edward Island. 
Finally during the period June I to Sept. 30 
a total of 39,935 Canadian cars (of other than 
New Brunswick registry) entered New Bruns-
wick from points in the United States. 
From the several sources this adds up to 
342,381 cars and the autumn returns are yet 
to come. That's a lot of cars. 
And at 3.26 persons per car (the average worked out 
by the Dominion Bureau of Statistics) it's a lot of 
people. Just 1,116,162 or twice the resident popula-
tion of the Province of New Brunswick. 
All of them ate meals; burned gas; rented accommo· 
dation of one kind or another; bought woollens, 
handicrafts, leather goods, crystal and cutlery; went 
fishing or sent home souvenirs. 
We feel that we played a modest part in making these 
things happen through our national advertising cam-
paign; through direct mail replies in response to 
inquiries; through publicity both in word and pic-
ture; through bulk shipments of our literature to over 
800 distribution points in Canada and the United 
States; and through taking a personal interest in the 
efforts of writers, photographers and commentators 
who came to New Brunswick to find story material. 
NEW BRUNSWICK TRAVEL BUREAU 
P.O. BOX 1030 FREDERICTON NEW BRUNSWICK CANADA 
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The Atlantic Provinces 
and the 
VICTORIA CROSS 
A Reminder for Remembrance Day 
by GEORGE C. MACHUM 
Copyright, George C. Macluun, 1957 
CANADA'S FIGHTING HISTORY is brightly high-lighted by the actions of a gallant company of 
men, who by their heroic efforts 
stepped into immortality. It may have 
been in dashing forward through shot 
and shell to put an enemy strong-point 
out of action- or going out under 
intense fire to bring in a wounded man 
or wounded men-or leading the way 
for hours and days against superior 
numbers- or for performing heroic 
feats at sea or in the air, bringing great 
glory to Canadian arms. 
Altogether 94 Canadians were 
awarded the Victoria Cross for gal-
lantry and devotion from the Crimean 
War in 1854 to the last days of the 
2nd World War in 1945. The story of 
their achievement is a thrilling, breath-
taking story, and one that should fill 
the heart of every Canadian with great 
pride. Of the 94 awards, 35 were made 
posthumously; of the 59 who survived 
the action in which they won the 
Cross, two were killed in later months 
at the front, 57 returned to their homes; 
of these 23 have since passed away, 
leaving 34 Canadian V. C. holders still 
alive. 
It is quite natural that most of the 
awards went to the Army and the 
majority of these to the Infantry. 
These frontline soldiers were of neces-
sity much more closely in contact with 
the enemy, and it was usually in the 
first moments of a battle that the 
greatest deeds of heroism were per-
formed. Of the 94 Victoria Crosses to 
come to Canadians, 68 were won by 
the Infantry, 7 by the Air Force, 4 by 
the Navy, 8 by the Cavalry, 4 by the 
Medical Corps, one by the Engineers, 
one by the Machine Gun Corps, and 
one by the Chaplain Services. 
The unit winning the most V.C.'s for 
Canada was the 16th Canadian Scot-
tish of B.C. with four awards, all in 
the 1st World War. The distribution 
by wars was as follows: 
Crimean War . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1 
Indian Mutiny . . . . . . . . . . . . 2 
Little Andaman Island... 1 
Boer War- 1899-1902.... 4 
1st World War ... . . . . . . . . . 70 
2nd World War .. . . . . . . .. 16 
The question is often asked- why 
so many more in the 1st World War 
than in the 2nd? The answer is that, 
in the 1st World War, there was much 
more close fighting than in the 2nd-
the front-lines were closer together, 
and hand-to-hand fighting much more 
common. 
By places of birth the 94 Canadian 
V.C.'s were distributed as follows: 
Newfoundland............. 2 
Prince Edward Island... 1 
Nova Scotia .. . .. . .. . .. .. .. 4 
New Brunswick............ 3 
Quebec . .. ... . ........ .... .. 9 
Ontario . . . . . . . .. . . .. .. .. .. .. 20 
Manitoba . .. . . . .. . .. . .. . .. . 6 
Saskatchewan . . . . . . . . .. . . . 1 
Alberta . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1 
British Columbia . . . . . . . . . 5 
England.. ........... . . . . . . . . . 17 
Scotland . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 11 
Ireland . . . . . . . . .. . .. . .. . . . . . . 7 
United States.......... .. ... 4 
Denmark ... .. . . .. . . .. . . .. .. 1 
India . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1 
Russia........................ 1 
~ ~ ~ 
To these men and to all men who 
saw active service in defence of liberty 
and democracy, Canada owes a deep 
debt of gratitude. For what we are 
today and for what we have we can 
thank those men who stood off the 
hordes of the Kaiser and of Hitler. In 
those two great struggles for the 
preservation of our way of life the 
"Maple Leaf" loomed largely, and 
Canada's fighting forces were among 
the best in all the Allied Armies. 
Present and future generations of 
Canadians must be kept reminded of 
the sacrifices made by their predeces-
sors. Joseph Howe, the great Canadian 
statesman, has left us these words of 
wisdom: "A wise nation preserves its 
records, gathers up its monuments, 
decorates the tombs of its illustrious 
dead, repairs its great structures, and 
fosters national pride and love of 
country by perpetual references to the 
sacrifices and glories of the past." 
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ATLANTIC PROVINCES WINNERS 
OF THE VICTORIA CROSS 
NEWFOUNDLAND 
Private Thomas Ricketts, V.C. 
Royal Newfoundland Regiment 
Thomas Ricketts was born in Middle 
Arm, White Bay, Newfoundland in 
April, 1901. He enlisted in September, 
1916, when he was 151 years of age, 
and went overseas in January, 1917. 
He reached the front in France in 
June of the same year. He was wounded 
in the fighting around Cambrai in 
November, 1917, but returned to 
action in April, 1918. In October, 1918, 
he won the Victoria Cross at 
Ledeghem, Belgium. He was the 
youngest of Canada's V.C.'s and 
probably the second youngest in the 
Empire. Since demobilization in 1919 
he has lived in St. John's, Newfound-
land, where he is in business as a 
druggist. 
Following is the official citation for 
his award, appearing in the London 
Gazette of 6th January, 1919: 
"For most conspicuous bravery and 
devotion to duty on the 14th of 
October, 1918, during the advance 
from Ledeghem, when the attack was 
temporarily held up by heavy hostile 
fire and the platoon to which he 
belonged suffered severe casualties 
from the fire of a battery at point-
blank range. Private Ricketts at once 
volunteered to go forward with the 
section commander and a Lewis gun 
to attempt to outflank the battery. 
Advancing by short rushes under heavy 
fire from enemy machine guns with the 
hostile battery, their ammunition was 
exhausted when still 300 yards from 
the enemy battery. The enemy, seeing 
an opportunity to get their field-guns 
away, began to bring up their gun-
teams. Pte. Ricketts, at once realizing 
this situation doubled back 100 yards 
under the heaviest machine-gun fire, 
procured further ammunition, and 
dashed back again to the Lewis gun, 
and by very accurate fire, drove the 
enemy and the gun-teams into a farm. 
His platoon then advanced without 
casualties, and captured the four field 
guns, four machine guns and eight 
prisoners. A fifth field-gun was sub-
sequently intercepted by fire and 
captured. 
Pte. Thomas Ricketts, V.C. 
Royal Newfoundland Regiment 
By his presence of mind in anticipat-
ing the enemy intention and his utter 
disregard of personal safety, Pte 
Ricketts secured the further supply of 
ammunition which directly resulted in 
these important captures and un-
doubtedly saved many lives." 
Private John Bernard Croak, V.C. 
13th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
John Bernard Croak was born in 
Little Bay, Newfoundland on the 18th 
Pte. John Bernard Croak, V. C. 
13th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
of May, 1892. He attended the New 
Aberdeen Public School in Glace Bay, 
N.S. to which his family had moved, 
and later worked in the mines there. 
The action in which he won the 
Victoria Cross took place on the 8th of 
August, 1918, in the opening stage of 
the battle of Amiens. Private Croak is 
buried in Hangard Wood British 
Cemetery, Hangard, France. 
His citation follows: 
"For most conspicuous bravery in 
attack when, having become separated 
from his section, he encountered a 
machine-gun nest, which he bombed 
and silenced, taking the gun and the 
crew prisoners. Shortly afterward he 
was severely wounded but refused to 
desist. Having rejoined his platoon, a 
very strong point containing several 
machine guns was encountered. Private 
Croak, seeing an opportunity, dashed 
forward alone, and was almost im-
mediately followed by the remainder 
of the platoon in a brilliant charge. He 
was the first to arrive at the trench-
line, into which he led his n1en, 
capturing three machine-guns, and 
bayoneting or capturing the entire 
. garrison. 
The perseverance and valour of this 
gallant soldier, who was again severely 
wounded, and died of his wounds, were 
an inspiring example to all." 
The London Gazette, 
27 Sep. 1918 
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
Captain Frederick Thornton Peters, 
v.c. 
Royal Navy 
Frederick Thornton Peters was born 
in the city of Charlottetown, Prince 
Edward Island, on the 17th of 
September, 1889. He was educated at 
St. Peter's Private School, later went 
to school in Victoria, B.C., and from 
there to Naval School in England. He 
served as a midshipman in the Royal 
Navy, and during the 1st World War 
was decorated with the Distinguished 
Service Order and the Distinguished 
Service Cross for gallantry in action. 
Following the action which won him 
the Victoria Cross on the 8th of 
November, 1942, he was proceeding 
to England when the plane he was in 
crashed and he was killed. He has no 
known grave, but his name appears on 
the Naval Memorial at Portsmouth, 
England. 
His citation for the Victoria Cross 
reads as follows: 
"Captain Peters was in the "suicide 
charge" by two little cutters at Oran. 
"Walney" and "Hartland" were two 
ex-American coastguard cutters which 
were lost in a gallant attempt to force 
the boom defences in the harbour of 
Oran, during the landings on the 
North African coast. Captain Peters 
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led his force through the boom in the 
face of point-blank fire from the shore 
batteries, a destroyer and a cruiser-
a feat which was described as one of 
the great episodes of naval history. 
The "Walney" reached the jetty 
disabled and ablaze and went down 
with her colours flying. Blinded in one 
Capt. Frederick Thornton Peters, V.C. 
Royal Navy 
eye Captain Peters was the only sur-
vivor of the seventeen men on the 
bridge of the "W alney". He was taken 
prisoner but was later released when 
Oran was captured. On being liberated 
from gaol, he was carried through the 
streets where the citizens hailed him 
with flowers." 
-London Gazette, 18th May, 1943. 
NEW BRUNSWICK 
Lieut. Milton Fowler Gregg, V.C., M.C· 
Royal Canadian Regiment 
Milton Fowler Gregg was born in 
Mountain Dale, Kings County, New 
Brunswick, on the lOth of April, 1892. 
He was educated at the local Public 
School, at the Provincial Normal 
School in Fredericton, at Acadia 
University and at Dalhousie Uni-
versity. Prior to the 1st World War he 
taught school in New Brunswick. In 
September, 1914, he enlisted as a 
private in the 13th Canadian Infantry 
Battalion (Black Watch) of Montreal 
and proceeded overseas. In 1916 he was 
commissioned in the field and posted 
to the Royal Canadian Regiment. In 
action he won the Military Cross at 
Lens in 1917, a Bar to the M.C. at 
Arras in 1918, and the Victoria Cross 
at Cambrai in the same year. Following 
the war he went into private business, 
and in 1934 was appointed Sergeant-at-
Arms in the House of Commons, 
Ottawa. During the 2nd World War 
he served with the Royal Canadian 
Regiment in England from December, 
1939 to April, 1942. He was then 
promoted to Colonel, and sent to 
command the Officers' Training Corps 
at Brockville, Ontario. In 1943 he 
became a brigadier and commandant 
of the Canadian School of Infantry at 
Lieut. Milton Fowler Gregg, V.C., M.C. 
Royal Canadian Regiment 
Vernon, B.C., a post he held until the 
end of the war. Following the war he 
served for several years as President of 
the University of New Brunswick, and 
then he received a call to the Federal 
Cabinet, where he was successively 
Minister of Fisheries, Minister of 
Veterans' Affairs, and Minister of 
Labour. 
His citation for the Victoria Cross, 
appearing in the London Gazette of 
6th January, 1919, reads as follows: 
"For most conspicuous bravery and 
initiative during the operations near 
Cambrai 27th September to 1st Octo-
ber, 1918. 
On the 28th September, when the 
advance of the brigade was held up by 
fire from both flanks and by thick, 
uncut wire, he crawled forward alone 
and explored the wire until he found a 
small gap, through which he sub-
sequently led his men, and forced an 
entry into the enemy trench. The enemy 
counter-attacked in force, and through 
lack of bombs the situation became 
critical. Although wounded, Lt. Gregg 
returned alone under terrific fire and 
collected a further supply. Then re-
joining the party, which by this time 
was much reduced in numbers, and, in 
spite of a second wound, he reorgan-
ized his men and led them with the 
greatest determination against the 
enemy trenches, which he finally 
cleared. 
He personally killed or wounded 
eleven of the enemy and took twenty-
five prisoners, in addition to twelve 
machine-guns captured in this trench. 
Remaining with his company in spite 
of wounds, he again on the 30th 
September led his men in attack until 
severely wounded. The outstanding 
valour of this officer saved many cas-
ualties and enabled the advance to 
continue." 
Corporal Herman James Good, V.C. 
13th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
Herman James Good was born in 
South Bathurst, New Brunswick, on 
the 29th of November, 1888. He was 
educated in the local public school, and 
later engaged in lumbering operations 
in the Bathurst area. The action in 
which he won the Victoria Cross took 
place in the vicinity of Hangard Wood 
on the 8th of August, 1918, during the 
first day of the Canadian Corps attack 
in the Battle of Amiens. For many 
years Herman Good was employed as 
game, fish and fire warden in the 
Bathurst district. He still lives at South 
Bathurst. Comrades who fought beside 
him in the 13th Battalion still recall 
this fighting man's terrific feats in the 
front line, where he was a tower of 
strength to his platoon. 
Corporal Herman James Good, V.C. 
13th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
His citation, appearing in the London 
Gazette of 27th of September, 1918, 
reads as f ol1 ows : 
"For most conspicuous bravery and 
leading when in attack his company 
was held up by heavy fire from three 
enemy machine-guns, which were ser-
iously delaying the advance. Realizing 
the gravity of the situation, this n.c.o. 
dashed forward alone, killing several 
of the garrison, and capturing the re-
mainder. Later on Corporal Good, 
while alone, encountered a battery of 
5.9-inch guns, which were in action at 
the time. Collecting three men of his 
section, he charged the battery under 
point-blank fire, and captured the 
entire crews of three guns." 
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Lt.-Col. Cyrus Wesley Peck, V.C., 
D.S.O. 
16th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
Cyrus Wesley Peck was born in 
Hopewell Hill, New Brunswick, on the 
26th of April, 1871. He was educated 
Lt.-Col. Cyrus Wesley Peck, V.C., D.S.O. 
16th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
in the public schools of Hopewell Hill. 
In 1883, his family moved to New 
Westminster, British Columbia. He 
later went to Skeena, B.C., where he 
engaged in salmon-canning, sawmill, 
and towing operations. Later he set 
himself up as a broker and general 
agent. During his military career he 
was awarded the Distinguished Service 
Order and was mentioned in Dispatches 
five times. The action which won him 
the Victoria Cross took place on the 
2nd of September, 1918, near Cagni-
court, France, during the Second 
Battle of Arras. Lt.-Col. Peck rep-
resented Skeena in the House of 
Commons at Ottawa in the early years 
after the war, and in 1924 went to the 
British Columbia legislature as mem-
ber for the Islands. Later he acted as 
aide-de-camp to two of Canada's 
Governors-General. In his later years 
he lived at "Hopewell", Sydney, B.C., 
where he died on the 27th of Septem-
ber, 1956 at the age of 85. He had just 
returned a few weeks previous from 
the reception held by Her Majesty the 
Queen in London for the V.C.'s of the 
Empire and Commonwealth, June, 
1956. 
Following is his citation for the 
Victoria Cross : 
"For most conspicuous bravery and 
skilful leading when in attack under 
intense fire. His command quickly 
captured the first objective, but pro-
gress to the further objective was held 
up by enemy machine-gun fire on his 
right flank. 
The situation being critical in the 
extreme, Colonel Peck pushed forward 
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and made a personal reconnaissance 
under heavy machine-gun and sniping 
fire, across a stretch of ground which 
was heavily swept by fire. Having 
reconnoitred the position he returned, 
reorganized his battalion, and, acting 
on the knowledge personally gained, 
pushed them forward and arranged to 
protect his flanks. He then went out 
under the most intense artillery and 
machine-gun fire, intercepted the tanks, 
gave them the necessary directions, 
pointing where they were to make for, 
and thus paved the way for a Canadian 
Infantry Battalion to push forward. 
To this battalion he subsequently gave 
requisite support. 
His magnificent display of courage 
and fine qualities of leadership enabled 
the advance to be continued, although 
under heavy artillery and machine-gun 
fire, and contributed largely to the 
success of the brigade attack." 
-London Gazette, 15 Nov., 1918. 
NOVA SCOTIA 
Private John Chipman Kerr 
49th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
John Chipman Kerr was born in 
Fox River, Nova Scotia, on the 11th 
of January, 1887. He was educated at 
Fox River School and at St. John 
Commercial School. John Kerr and 
his brother, Roland, were home-
steading at Spirit River, Alberta, when 
war was declared. They immediately 
Private John Chipman Kerr, V.C. 
49th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
set out for Edmonton leaving behind a 
note tacked to the door of their shack 
which read "War is hell, but what is 
homesteading?" On the 16th of Sep-
tember, 1916, John "Chip" Kerr won 
the Victoria Cross while serving with 
the 49th Battalion during the Battle of 
the Somme. His brother, Roland Kerr, 
was killed in France in 1917. At present 
John Chipman Kerr, V.C. resides in 
Port Moody, British Columbia. 
His citation reads: 
"For most conspicuous bravery. 
During a bombing attack he was 
acting as bayonet man, and, knowing 
that bombs were running short, he ran 
along the parados under heavy fire 
until he was in close contact with the 
enemy, when he opened fire on them 
at point-blank range, and inflicted 
heavy loss. 
Lt.-Col. Philip Eric Bent, V.C., D.S.O. 
The Leicestershire Regiment 
The enemy, thinking they were sur-
rounded, surrendered. Sixty-two pris-
oners were taken and 250 yards of 
trench captured. Before carrying out 
this very plucky act one of Private 
Kerr's fingers had been blown off by a 
bomb. Later, with t\vo other men, he 
escorted back the prisoners under fire, 
and then returned to report for duty 
before having his wound dressed." 
-The London Gazette, 26 Oct., 1916. 
Lt.-Col. Philip Eric Bent, V .C., D.S.O. 
The Leicestershire Regiment 
Philip Eric Bent was born in Halifax, 
Nova Scotia, on the 3rd of January, 
1891. He enlisted with the Royal Scots 
on the 2nd of October, 1914, and was 
granted a temporary commission in the 
Leicestershire Regiment as second-
lieutenant the following month. He was 
promoted to Lieutenant in June, 1915, 
and to temporary captain in April, 
1916. His permanent commission was 
granted while he was serving tempor-
arily with the Bedfordshire Regiment, 
but he transferred back to the Leicester-
shire Regiment as acting Lieut.-Col. 
in the fall of 1916. In June, 1917, he 
was awarded the Distinguished Service 
Order. The action in which he won the 
Victoria Cross occurred on the lOth of 
October, 1917, at Polygon Wood, 
Belgium. 
His citation, in the London Gazette, 
11 January, 1918, reads as follows: 
"For most conspicuous bravery, 
when during a heavy hostile attack, 
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the right of his command and the 
battalion on his right were forced back. 
The situation was critical owning to 
the confusion caused by the attack and 
the intense artillery fire. Lt. -Col. Bent 
personally collected a platoon that was 
in reserve, and, together with men from 
other companies, and various regi-
mental details, he organized and led 
them forward to the counter-attack 
after issuing orders to other officers as 
to the further defence of the line. The 
counter-attack was successful and the 
enemy was checked. The coolness and 
magnificent example shown to all 
ranks by Lt.-Col. Bent resulted in the 
securing of a portion of the line, which 
was of essential importance for sub-
sequent operations. This very gallant 
officer was killed whilst leading a 
charge which he inspired with the call 
of 'Come on the Tigers'." 
Private James Peter Robertson, V.C. 
27th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
James Peter Robertson was born in 
Albion Mines, Pictou, Nova Scotia, 
on the 27th of October, 1883. While 
still a child he moved with his family 
to Springhill, N.S., where he received 
his early education. In 1899 the 
Robertsons moved to Medicine Hat, 
Alberta, where Peter entered the 
service of the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way. He became known among his 
associates as "Singing Pete", for every-
where he went he was always singing, 
and his happy disposition made him a 
Private James Peter Robertson, V.C. 
27th Canadian Infantry Battalion 
great favourite with everybody. When 
the war broke out he had become an 
engineer. He joined the 13th Canadian 
Mounted Rifles in Lethbridge early in 
1915, writing to his mother at this 
time and telling her: ''The Empire 
needs the very best that's in us." He 
was over six feet tall and a fine-looking 
soldier. He became very popular with 
all ranks of the 13th and later in the 
27th Battalion. He steadfastly refused 
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promotion to non-commissioned rank, 
preferring to remain as he said "one 
of the boys". On his death in action 
one of his officers wrote to his people 
that: "A better soldier and truer 
comrade never stepped into a uni-
form." 
The action in which he won the 
Victoria Cross took place on the 6th 
of November, 1917, during the Cana-
dian attack on Passchendaele. He is 
buried near where he fell, in Tyne Cot 
Cemetery, Passchendaele, Belgium. 
The citation for his Victoria Cross 
reads: 
"For most conspicuous bravery and 
outstanding devotion in attack. When 
his platoon was held up by uncut 
wire, and a machine gun causing heavy 
casualties, Pte Robertson dashed to an 
opening on the flank, rushed the 
machine-gun and, after a desperate 
struggle, with the crew, killed four and 
then turned the gun on the remainder, 
who, overcome by the fierceness of the 
onslaught, were running towards their 
own lines. His gallant work enabled 
the platoon to advance. He inflicted 
many more casualties among the 
enemy, and then, carrying the captured 
machine-gun, he led his platoon to the 
final objective. He there selected an 
excellent position and got the gun into 
action, firing on the retreating enemy, 
who by this time were quite demoral-
ized by the fire brought to bear on 
them. 
During the consolidation Pte Rob-
ertson's most determined use of the 
machine gun kept down the fire of the 
enemy snipers; his courage and his 
coolness cheered his comrades and 
inspired them to the finest efforts. 
Later, when two of our snipers were 
badly wounded in front of our trench, 
he went out and carried one of them 
in under very severe fire. He was killed 
just as he returned with the second 
man." 
- London Gazette, 11 Jan., 1918. 
Able-Seaman William Hall, V.C. 
Royal Navy 
William Hall was born in Horton's 
Bluff, Nova Scotia, on the 28th of 
April, 1827. He was the son of one of 
a group of slaves who had been 
rescued from slavery by a British 
frigate during the war of 1812. He 
attended school at Horton's Bluff, but 
joined the navy at an early age. He 
served as an able seaman aboard 
H.M.S. Rodney during the Crimean 
War. During the Indian Mutiny the 
was a member of a detachment from 
H.M.S. Shannon which was rushed 
from service in China to assist in the 
Relief ofLucknow. At the action which 
won him the Victoria Cross on the 
16th November, 1857, he performed 
his duties in the operation of his gun 
Able-Seaman William Hall, V.C. 
Royal Navy 
in an outstanding manner; he was a 
very powerful man, and by keeping his 
gun in action alone, after the rest of 
the gun-crew were killed or wounded, 
he was instrumental in finally blowing 
a breach in the enemy strongpoint 
which enabled the infantry to rush the 
position and clear it of its rebel 
defenders; he received a large part of 
.s 
' ' 
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the credit for the relief of the city. He 
stayed with the Royal Navy after the 
Mutiny, serving on four other ships, 
returning to Nova Scotia in 1876 with 
the rank of petty officer. In Halifax on 
the 19th October, 1901, Hall was given 
a place of honour in a parade of 
British veterans during the visit of the 
Duke of York, later King George the 
Fifth. His impressive array of medals-
the Victoria Cross, the Crimean 
medals, and the Indian Mutiny Medal 
-attracted the attention of His Royal 
Highness, who shook hands with Hall 
and inquired about his service. William 
Hall died in Hantsport, Nova Scotia, 
in 1904. He was buried in an unmarked 
grave, but in 1947 the Hantsport 
Branch of the Canadian Legion, 
British Empire Service League, erected 
a cairn to his memory in Hantsport, 
and in Halifax the coloured branch of 
the Legion was named in his honour. 
His citation appeared in the London 
Gazette on the 1st of February, 1859, 
and reads as follows: 
"Lieutenant (now Commander) 
Young, late gunnery officer of H. M.S. 
Shannon and Able-Seaman William 
Hall, "Captain of the Foretop" of that 
vessel, were recommended by the late 
Captain Peel, for the Victoria Cross, 
for their gallant conduct at a 24-
Pounder gun brought up to the angle 
of the Shah Nujiff, at Lucknow, on 
the 16th of November, 1857". 
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The 
Mineral 
Wealth 
of 
Newfoundland 
A REVIEW 
by D. M. Baird, D .Sc. 
Copyright, D. M. Baird, 1957 
EVERY DAY from May until Novem-ber about a dozen trains of 150 cars, each loaded with 100 tons of 
iron ore, ease out of the yards near 
Knob Lake in Labrador, Quebec, and 
start the trip to the markets of the 
world. Half of the ore is from New-
foundland Labrador. Every day two, 
or maybe three, ships pull alongside at 
Bell Island in eastern Newfoundland, 
spend a few hours loading, and then 
put to sea, to move northward, turn 
the bill of Cape St. Francis and then set 
course for the markets of the world. 
Every week or so a shipload of 
fluorspar concentrates leaves the south-
ern port of St. Lawrence. Ships loaded 
with base metal concentrates are no 
strangers to fishermen of the north 
coast of Newfoundland, as the pro-
ducts of the base metal mines at 
Buchans set out from Botwood for 
smelters in distant places. People at 
Baie Verte and at Tilt Cove are getting 
used to the sounds of heavy machinery 
and the rumble of hoists as new opera-
tions are getting established there. This 
is all part of the new Newfoundland, 
for in mining, the youngest member of 
the Confederation family has turned 
into a robust youngster. While Canada 
has doubled the value of its mineral 
production in the last ten years, Nevv'-
foundland has quadrupled hers. It is 
an interesting story. 
A map of eastern Canada will show 
you that the island of Newfoundland 
is about 42,000 square miles by itself, 
which alone makes it by far the largest 
of the Atlantic Provinces. When one 
adds the 120,000 square miles of New-
foundland Labrador, one can see 
that Newfoundland is indeed a large 
Tilt Cove, Newfoundland, Maritimes Mining Corporation operation, from the air and showing 
the town site belonging to Maritimes and the $13,000,000 plant. This plant is capable of producing 
up to 4,000 tons a day. The wharf is seen in the foreground. Ten-thousand-ton boats can tie up 
and load all in one day. Dr. M. J. Boylen is president. 
province. It is a wild and beautiful 
country, virtually uninhabited save for 
the A val on Peninsula in the eastern 
part of the Island of Newfoundland, 
and fringes along the coasts and the 
railway which spans the island. Labra-
dor has only Goose Bay and a few tiny 
villages scattered along thousands of 
miles of bare, rocky, indented coast. 
Occurrences of minerals of interest 
were noted by the earliest explorers. 
Small pits and prospects were dug 
hundreds of years ago in some places 
but we cannot honestly say that the 
tnining industry begins any earlier than 
about 1860. In the years just before 
and following this, copper was dis-
covered in Notre Dame Bay on the 
north side of the Island of Newfound-
land. By 1880 half a dozen small mines 
were in operation and Newfoundland 
actually was an important world 
producer of copper ores. Tilt Cove, 
Betts Cove, Little Bay, Terra Nova 
(Baie Verte ), Pilleys Island, were some 
of the mining communities that old-
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timers can still remember in some of 
the outports of the area. 
When this area was in its heyday, 
prior to 1900, small operators could 
open up pits and sn1all mines on very 
small pockets of ore, and then ship 
hand-cobbed materials to markets 
overseas in schooners and small 
vessels. This kind of mining required 
high grade tnaterial and by the turn of 
the century the early copper mining 
industry of Newfoundland had passed 
its peak and was well on its way down 
the slide to oblivion. When the last of 
the old producers stopped at the time 
of the First World War about 100,000 
tons of copper had been taken out of 
Newfoundland in the form of concen-
trates, hand-cobbed ore, and even 
matte. 
This activity had brought a tneasure 
of temporary prosperity to some Notre 
Dame ports. By 1920, however, build-
ings were falling down, machinery was 
rusting quietly, and the grass grew 
thick where villages once were, to bend 
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and rustle in the perpetual sea breezes. 
When the writer first visited Tilt Cove, 
in 1945, half a dozen families eked out 
a living frotn the fishery in a port of 
crumbling decay where once was a 
thriving town of 1,000 people. 
Bell Island, in Conception Bay of the 
A val on Peninsula in eastern New-
foundland, was, until recently, by far 
the largest single producer of iron ore 
in Canada. Now, even though it is 
overshadowed by such giants as the 
Labrador-Quebec field, and Steeprock, 
it is still one of Canada's major sup-
pliers of iron ore. The ore actually 
cropped out on the island in an arc-
shaped ridge on the northwestern side 
of the island. Some early travellers 
noted the "heavy sandstone" there, not 
realizing that it assayed about 50 per 
cent metallic iron. Then, apparently, 
some merchant noted the heavy ballast 
stones coming from Bell Island in 
schooners about 1890 or so and investi-
gated the source. Soon, Bell Island 
mines began to pour out thousands of 
tons of iron ore every year. Since 1895 
some 60,000,000 tons are recorded as 
having been shipped from there. 
Today, production by Dominion 
Wabana Ore Limited (a Dosco sub-
sidiary), is at the rate of about 
2,500,000 tons annually with 12,000 
tons per day the production schedule. 
One of the world's great belt systems 
raises the ore from deep below the 
waters of Conception Bay along a 
three mile slope to the surface of the 
island, then across the island to ore 
pockets in and at the cliffs there. When 
a ship docks alongside, it can be loaded 
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Above, a Bell Island miner looks over part of 
the new belt conveyor system which carries 
ore across Bell Island from the mine mouth to 
the loading docks. 
Left, Newfoundlanders must have their 
"boilup". At the limestone quarry at Cobbs 
Arm on the northeast coast one man does the 
kettle boiling for the whole crew. 
as fast as 10,000 tons an hour. Bell 
Island ore is the source of iron ore for 
the Sydney, N.S., steel furnaces, and is 
shipped to western Europe. 
During 1956 about 150,000 tons of 
fluorspar concentrates were shipped 
from the mines at St. Lawrence. 
Fluorspar is not produced elsewhere in 
Canada in any appreciable quantity so 
this industry is unique. Early travellers 
noted "fluate of lime" in veins in the 
St. Lawrence area, incidental to their 
search for lead ores, as long ago as 
1790. It was not until the 1930's, 
however, that people began to develop 
the fluorspar, or calcium fluoride, as 
an ore itself. The transformation of a 
poor fishing community into a well-
organized and prosperous town was 
one of the results. The closing down 
of one of the two operating companies 
in 1957 has clouded the picture at St. 
Gypsum production is beginning on Newfoundland's west coast on enormous deposits of high-grade material. Here a miner is breaking up large 
boulders of pure gypsum under the massive quarry face. 
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Lawrence but this cannot last long 
with the large known reserve and the 
increasing demand for fluorspar in the 
world. 
Matty Mitchell, an Indian prospec-
tor, discovered sulphides in the bed of 
a small stream in the interior of New-
foundland in 1905. Little did he know 
that one day there would stand near 
that spot one of Canada's richest and 
steadiest base-metal producers, the 
Buchans mine, producing zinc, lead 
and copper ores with minor values in 
gold and silver at the rate of 1,000 tons 
per day. There, today, a modern town 
served by railroad, highway and air-
port is home for 3,000 Newfound-
landers. 
Ore reserves are not published but 
the end of any worried speculation 
following discoveries of new sulphide 
bodies between 1948 and 1952 has led 
most to believe that they must be good 
for twenty years. A large, new, deep 
shaft is being sunk to facilitate the 
mining operation on the new bodies. 
The ore from Buchans is milled on the 
spot and concentrates separated in a 
modern flotation mill. The concentrates 
are shipped to Botwood, on the north 
coast of Newfoundland, and from there 
by sea. 
Each year, 350,000 tons of high 
grade limestone for the steel furnaces 
at Sydney, N.S., are shipped from the 
Aguathuna limestone quarry on the 
west coast of Newfoundland. This 
industry, now of some forty years' 
standing, maintains an even, though 
slowly expanding, rate of production, 
and shows every prospect of a long life. 
Another small but long-lived producer 
of limestone is at Cobbs Arm on the 
north coast. Here lenses of excep-
tionally pure calcium carbonate supply 
stone for the acid towers of the paper 
mills at Grand Falls and a small 
burned lime industry in St. John's. The 
Bowater mills at Corner Brook are 
supplied from local limestone quarries 
as is a cement plant at Corner Brook. 
The earliest explorers to western 
Newfoundland, including James Cook, 
noted the cliffs of gypsum in the 
southwestern corner of the Island. It 
was not until 1950, however, that first 
efforts were made at commercial pro-
duction. Now a gypsum wallboard 
plant at Corner Brook is supplied with 
Newfoundland gypsum. Reserves in the 
area are very large and the gypsum is 
of excellent grade. Without question a 
large gypsum industry will very soon 
place Newfoundland with Nova Scotia 
as an important North American 
producer. 
When that strong and brave ex-
plorer of Canada's northland, A. P. 
Low, travelled through the country at 
the headwaters of the Hamilton River, 
he noted the occurrence of iron forma-
tion and thought that there was a good 
chance of finding iron ores there. Sixty 
years later the cry of "Iron ore by '54" 
sped work on one of Canada's great 
adventures, the opening up of the 
Labrador-New Quebec iron province. 
The work of hundreds of geologists 
and prospectors, tens of thousands of 
feet of drilling and test pitting, count-
less hours of flying and assaying, and 
the building of a 365-mile railroad to 
a newly built port area at Seven Islands, 
Quebec, made the cry come true as the 
first few million tons began to flow 
southward late in the summer of 1954. 
Now about 12,000,000 tons are 
shipped from this camp annually and 
about half of that comes from the 
Newfoundland side of the inter-
provincial boundary. 
The Wabush area lies 150 miles 
south of Knob Lake. There, enormous 
tonnages of low-grade iron ores are 
now known. These, while running from 
30 to 40 per cent iron, are easily 
concentrated to a superior, briquetted 
product which will be well over 60 per 
cent iron. Pickands-Mather, Iron Ore 
Company of Canada, Labrador Min-
ing and Exploration Company, Cana-
dian Javelin are all active in the 
district, and we are watching the 
preliminary operations for a huge 
development of the future. Even as 
this is written geologists and pro-
spectors are scanning the area thor-
oughly as drillers penetrate the known 
deposits. A new spur from the Knob 
Lake-Seven Islands railway is being 
built, as milling tests and refining 
techniques are worked out. 
In the last two years, British New-
foundland Corporation, a major con-
cession holder in Newfoundland and 
Labrador, has announced a large area 
in which radioactive minerals occur in 
a region north and northeast of Goose 
Bay airport. Work is proceeding apace. 
From the ground up- from raw ore 
to finished product-
DOSCO operations are fully Canadian. 
Can ad ian hands fashion the ore to its many purposes, 
and back of the production line Canadian brains search out new 
ways of making good products still better. 
Canadian industry and business can depend on the know-how and 
experience of fellow Canadians working with DOSCO. 
DOMINION STEEL AND COAL CORPORATION, LIMITED 
4 t a Location of DOS CO plants : ·'-\\1((/~..... Montreal, Que. Sydney, N.S. Sprin&hill, N.S. Trenton, N.S. New Waterford, N.S 
~~~tJ• Glace Bay, N.S. Ojibway, Ont. Toronto, Ont. Wabana, Nfld. Sydney Mines, N.S 
Walkerville, Ont. Stellarton, N.S. Saint John, N.B. Halifax, N.S. 
.. 
77 
.. 
RB ERVICE 
(ATLANTIC STYLE) 
Boat owners and operators in the Atlantic Provinces are assured of the 
finest and best marine engine service available • • • at these GM 
dealer locations. 
As always, GM Marine Diesel means: 
MORE POWER IN LESS SPACE 
FAST, EFFICIENT SERVICE 
IMMEDIATE PARTS DELIVERY 
AMAZING LIGHTNESS 
UNBEATABLE PERFORMANCE 
UNPARALLELED SAFETY 
Whether you need emergency parts, a fast repair iob or are considering 
an engine purchase, have confidence in your GM dealer. He has the 
experience and facilities to fill your needs. 
DIESEL 
POWER 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • GM DEALERS IN THE ATLANTIC PROVINCES • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • , 
MUSSENS CANADA LIMITED 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
D EALERS : CARAQUET 
AN D GRAND :V1ANAN 
CONSTRUCTION EQUIPMENT CO. LTD. 
HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA 
BRANCH : LIVERPOOL, N.S. 
DEALERS : SYDNEY, TRURO, YARMOUTH 
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A. E. HICKMAN CO. LTD. 
ST. JOHN'S, NFLD. 
BOTWOOD, BAY ROBERTS, 
CORNER BROOK, FORTUNE 
Dr. M. J. Boylen, president of Maritimes 
Mining Corporation, is shown sitting on high-
grade copper ore at Maritimes' Tilt Cove 
property. This is the open pit. 
At Tilt Cove the old mine has gone 
into production anew, under Maritimes 
Mining Corporation. This time in its 
history is very different from its former 
one. A modern 2,000-ton mill is built 
at the site. Systematic drilling has 
shown several million tons of copper 
ore, with recoverable values in gold 
and silver, and by-product pyrite and 
magnetite. Modern exploration, min-
ing and milling techniques will replace 
the old gopher holing and mining by 
expediency of the old days. The great 
ring of steep cliffs at Tilt Cove once 
again will echo the sounds of mining 
men at work and the marine sounds of 
ships taking away valuable mineral 
products. 
At Baie Verte on Newfoundland's 
north coast, Advocate Mines Limited 
is in the final stages of exploration 
prior to production planning for a 
3,000-ton asbestos mill. Production is 
to come from the known part of a 
district, discovered in 1955, in which 
it is reported 30 million tons of 
excellent grade, cement-asbestos ore 
are already pretty well proven. Drilling 
and more prospecting along the con-
trolling geological features is bound to 
greatly expand this known tonnage and 
perhaps make this into one of the 
world's great asbestos areas. • 
At Gull Pond, Maritimes Mining 
Corporation, through a wholly owned 
subsidiary, has completed a great deal 
of the preliminary work on a low-grade 
copper ore body. This operation has 
shut down pending the opening of the 
Tilt Cove operations and the beginning 
of revenue for the company. A pro-
duction shaft 1,000 feet deep and sta-
tion cutting on two of the upper 
levels are completed and leave the 
operation in an excellent position to 
resume development and begin pro-
duction when the go ahead is received. 
At Little Bay, again on Notre Dame 
Bay on the north side of Newfound-
land, Atlantic Coast Copper Limited is 
preparing for an underground explora-
tion programme on a copper-bearing 
zone which supported a mine in the 
late 19th century. The application of 
modern methods of underground ex-
ploration and modern milling tech-
niques will revive this old property to 
produce copper and gold. Boylen 
interests, through New Highridge 
Mining Company, and the O'Brien 
Gold Mines Limited are the owners, 
with operation and management under 
the latter. Surface facilities have already 
been constructed and the shaft col-
lared. Production is expected to be 
1,000 tons a day. Reserves are adequate 
to justify the opening of the operation 
WORKING WITH CANADIANS SINCE 1817 
The B of M was first to appoint 
a Canadian banking agent in the 
United States, for the develop-
ment of trade across the border. 
That was in 1818, in New York. 
There are 55 B of M BRANCHES in the 
ATLANTIC PROVINCES to serve you 
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THE MARITIME PROVINCES 
HAVE MUCH TO OFFER 
INDUSTRY 
We are providing ELECTRIC service 
In: 
CUMBERLAND COUNTY, Nova Scotia, and the eastern portion 
of WESTMORLAND COUNTY, New Brunswick 
CANADA ELECTRIC 
COMPANY, LIMITED 
AMHERST NOVA SCOTIA 
In: 
SYDNEY, NORTH SYDNEY, SYDNEY MINES, and adjoining 
Cape Breton Rural Districts 
EASTERN LIGHT & POWER 
COl\IP ANY, LIMITED 
SYDNEY NOVA SCOTIA 
In: 
MONCTON and suburbs 
MONCTON ELECTRICITY & GAS 
COMPANY, LIMITED 
MONCTON NEW BRUNSWICK 
RETURN TO THE SEA 
Not in an inland place may I make home, 
In lake-starred woods or clacking city streets. 
Here must I stay, where the Atlantic meets 
The long, still, lonely shore. Here I may roam, 
Cheered by the racing waves all tipped with foam, 
A schooner's sail close-hauled with dripping sheets, 
And screaming gulls that wheel with strong wing-beats; 
Here, childlike, for bright shells the shingle comb. 
All life came first from out the salt, dark deep, 
And life still pulses stronger by the sea. 
He must return who heard through youth the tunes 
That blend the rollers' surging symphony. 
Here is brave swimming and a quiet sleep; 
Here will I set my house among the dunes. 
D. KERMODE PARR 
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and will undoubtedly be enlarged 
greatly when the underground pro-
gramme is completed. 
Pyrophyllite quarries, first opened 
as much as 50 years ago near Manuels, 
fifteen miles west of St. John's, have 
been recently reopened. This mineral, 
which is rare in deposits of commercial 
size, used to be used as a substitute for 
talc which it resembles. Now, however, 
pyrophyllite has found new uses in high 
quality tile and other ceramics so that 
the Manuels deposits can once again 
be worked. 
Newfoundland, with half a dozen 
major producers of mineral products, 
and another half dozen in the last 
stages before production, is looking 
forward to great things in its mining 
industry. Active exploration is going 
on in the several major concessions in 
the province. Asbestos and base metals 
in the Notre Dame Bay region and the 
area west and south, lead the likely 
prospects. Gypsum and other non-
metallics promise greatly expanded 
activity on the western and southern 
areas of the province. Newfoundland 
Labrador is one of the world's great 
storehouses of iron ores. Shales for 
tile, bricks and light-weight aggregates 
are available near the principal centres 
of population. Very large deposits of 
high-grade, metallurgical-type lime-
stone are indicated on tide water. 
We are looking forward to growing 
success in the mineral industries in 
Newfoundland because of the peculiar 
susceptibility of our country to new 
weapons recently developed to aid in 
the search for minerals. Large areas of 
the country are covered by bog, 
swamps and forest litter, so modern 
methods of geophysics, which can look 
through this obscuring cover, are 
proving of special value. A whole new 
suite of geochemical methods is proving 
equally valuable in the search for new 
mineral deposits and in the develop-
ment of old ones. Some of the difficul-
ties experienced in times past with 
travel and with geophysical methods in 
Newfoundland are now being over-
come by new air-borne methods. The 
intensity of activity on the ground by 
old-fashioned means and with the new 
tools can only result in new finds. 
Several score prospects, which have 
been known since the heyday of early 
mining in the 1880's and 90's, indicate 
to those in the exploration field that 
intense exploration will undoubtedly 
turn up more deposits, for, even as it 
is unlikely that all the raisins in a bun 
will show on the top, it is unlikely that 
all the deposits of valuable minerals 
should be on the surface and easily 
seen with only a preliminary scanning. 
Thus it is that Newfoundlanders in 
the mineral industries view the future 
with great optimism. 

I. Canada's all-year-round OCEAN PORT 
2. Largest BRUSH FACTORY in the British Commonwealth 
3. Canada's largest SHIP-BUILDING DOCKS 
4. Headquarters of largest SUGAR REFINERY 
5. Canada's POTATO centre 
6. SCALLOP centre of Canada 
7. World's largest SARDINE factory 
8. Maritimes' DAIRYLAND 
9. Eastern Canada's great APPLE-GROWING area 
I 0. HMCS CORNWALLIS, Canada's largest naval training establishment 
II. CAMP GAGETOWN, British Commonwealth's No. I Training Area 
12. R.C.A.F. GREENWOOD, one of Canada's largest operational stations 
13. World's largest LOBSTER POUND 
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SELECTED CONVERTIBLE ISSUES 
_________ ___ A REVIEW by MAXIMUS _____ ______ _ 
One of the distinguishing features 
of the past inflationary decade is the 
disfavour into which the plain, un-
garnished, fixed-income debt security 
has fallen. To the investor who is 
reluctant to commit his funds to 
straight bonds and debentures which 
offer no protection against the declining 
value of currency and who, neverthe-
less, is wary of common stocks, the 
ideal compromise appears to be the 
convertible debenture. This type of 
security, along with the convertible 
preferred stock, has become immensely 
popular in recent years-with consider-
able justification. The better grade 
convertible debenture provides the 
investor with adequate safety, a satis-
factory yield on his money and the 
opportunity, not otherwise found in 
debt securities, of capital appreciation. 
Some of the more attractive convertible 
issues which are currently available 
will be discussed in brief. 
The 41% convertible debentures of 
Abitibi Power & Paper Company 
Limited are offered at about 92 to yield 
5.65% to maturity in 1966. While the 
debentures of this major Canadian 
producer of pulp and paper are un-
questionably attractive on a yield 
basis, there is some doubt as to the 
value of the convertible feature in the 
face of the present trend of declining 
earnings being experienced by the 
industry generally and the company in 
particular. As each $1000 debenture is 
convertible up to September 15, 1960 
into 22 shares of common, the present 
price of 92 anticipates the common 
shares rising in value from the current 
market of $28 to $41.82 in the period. 
There is little evidence at the present 
time to warrant such optimism but the 
fact that the convertible feature ex-
tends over the full life of the bond, 
albeit on a reduced scale, lends some 
long-term attraction to the issue. From 
the defensive point of view, the 5.65% 
yield obtainable on the debenture 
should serve to prevent any further 
deterioration in the price, particularly 
where the issue matures in less than 
. 
ntne years. 
The Central Trust Company 
Serving the Maritime Provinces 
HAS MUCH TO OFFER YOU ... WHETHER 
YOUR ESTATE BE LARGE OR SMALL--· 
it deserves the careful attention which only a fully equipped 
trust company, through years of experience, can give 
~on't ~eLa, ... eo.Hdult . .. 
THE CENTRAL TRUST COMPANY OF CANADA 
~oaa,' 
INQUIRIES INVITED WITHOUT OBLIGATION 
Head Office: MONCTON, N.B. 
Branches at 
Saint John, Fredericton, Woodstock, N.B. and Amherst, N.S. 
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One of the highest-grade convertibles 
to come on the market is the Shawin-
igan Water and Power Company issue 
of recent date. Shawinigan is the 
largest privately-owned electric utility 
company in Canada and one of the 
largest producers and distributors of 
hydro-electric energy in the world. In 
addition to its electric distribution 
system which serves an area of about 
16,000 square miles in the Province of 
Quebec, the Company is actively en-
gaged through subsidiary companies 
in various phases of the chemical 
industry. In October of this year 
Shawinigan issued 15-year 5-! % con-
vertible debentures which were quickly 
oversubscribed and immediately sold 
at a premium over the issue price. The 
debentures are convertible into com-
mon shares at the rate of 37 shares per 
$1000 debenture for the first two years, 
33 shares for the next two years and 
30 shares to October 15, 1964 when the 
conversion privilege expires. At the 
current price of 103 the debentures 
yield well over 5 % and would seem 
NESBITT, THOMSON 
AND COMPANY, LIMITED 
Underwriters 
and Distributors of 
GOVERNMENT and 
CORPORATION SECURITIES 
105 Prince William St. 
Saint John, N.B. Phone 3-2513 
• 
123 York St., Fredericton 
Ogden Building, Mondon 
reasonably valued in relation to the 
future prospects of this vigorous, well-
managed company. The common 
shares have only to rise from their 
current market of $23 to about $28 
within the next two years to make the 
convertible feature attractive and such 
an advance seems well within the range 
of possibility in the case of this com-
pany which has demonstrated such 
dynamic growth tendencies over the 
preceding few years. 
An issue worthy of note is the 
Westcoast Transmission Company Lim-
ited 5!% Subordinate Debenture due 
April 1, 1988 and convertible on or 
before July 15, 1978, into the common 
shares of the Company. This company 
was incorporated by Special Act of 
Parliament in 1949 to construct prin-
cipally a 650-mile, 30-inch gas pipeline, 
together with a gathering system from 
the Peace River area of Alberta and 
British Columbia for delivery to 
Vancouver and vicinity and other 
points in British Columbia and to a 
point on the international boundary 
near Sumas, Washington. The Com-
pany has sales contracts with British 
Columbia Electric Company Limited, 
Inland Natural Gas Company Limited 
and Pacific Northwest Pipeline Cor-
poration. While more speculative than 
the two issues discussed previously, the 
securities of this company would seem 
to have an extremely promising future 
and the attractiveness of the convertible 
debentures js tremendously enhanced 
by the fact that the initial conversion 
rate of $35 per share (U.S. funds) 
extends over a ten-year period to 
September 1, 1967. The common 
shares of Westcoast Transmission are 
currently trading on the over-the-
counter market at about $30 and while 
the present market price of the 
debentures of 105 represents an ap-
parent over-valuation in relation to the 
conversion privilege it must be re-
membered that the common shares 
sold in the vicinity of $50 per share 
within the past six months. Should this 
price be attained again within the next 
SPENCER BROS. & 
TURNER LIMITED 
50 YEARS 
Serving the Building Industry 
LUMBER, HARDWARE 
AND BUILDING SUPPLIES 
TRURO, NOV A SCOTIA 
ten years, a most reasonable expecta-
tion, the debentures would be valued 
at well over 140. 
NEWS AND VIEWS :-To meet 
the ever-increasing demand for low-
cost electrical power, the Nova Scotia 
Light & Power Co. Ltd. has recently 
placed in operation a new 60,000 h.p. 
turbo-generator at their Water Street 
plant in Halifax. This plant is now the 
largest steam generating unit in the 
Maritime Provinces ... Brewery shares 
in Canada have once again demons-
trated their defensive qualities by re-
sisting the stock market decline of the 
past few months better than most 
industrial categories . . . Current low 
zinc prices have forced Barvue Mines 
Limited to suspend milling operations. 
The big-tonnage producer located in 
Barraute Township, Quebec, showed a 
net profit of $1.8 million in 1955 and 
$2.6 million in 1954 ... Newfoundland 
Light & Power Co. Ltd. was reviewed 
in some detail in these columns last 
July and it was suggested at that time 
that the common shares at the then 
current price of $57 were rather amply 
valued. Under the joint impact of a 
generally weak stock market and a 
substantial "rights" issue which is 
presently in progress, the shares have 
declined to about $40 at which point 
they would again seem to be attractive 
for purposes of income and long-term 
capital growth. 
Whatever you're saving for-better save at 
The BANK of NOVA SCOTIA! 
G. E. LESLIE & CO. 
Business Established 1900 
Members 
MONTREAL STOCK EXCHANGE 
CANADIAN STOCK EXCHANGE 
THE INVESTMENT DEALERS' ASSOCIATION OF CANADA 
Private wire system to Montreal, Toronto and New York 
HALIFAX & SYDNEY, N.S. MONCTON & SAINT JOHN. N.B. 
Head Office 
THE ROYAL BANK BUILDING, MONTREAL 
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JO PORTUGAIS 
by John Geddie Macdonald 
Copyright, John Geddie Macdonald, 1957 
] 
o PoRTUGAis was on the lookout 
for a suitable camping place 
when he caught the red glare of 
Baptiste Dorin's fire and the pungent 
smell of the venison. He immediately 
nosed in his canoe. 
''Come ashore," bade Baptiste. 
"I'll venture to say that I'll find your 
company as rare as you'll find my 
venison.'' 
J o accepted the invitation. ''Going 
out, Baptiste?" 
The grizzled trapper nodded. "And 
you?" 
''Coming in,'' returned Jo. "Too 
early, I'll admit. But the croon of 
the waters was calling, and I couldn't 
resist. Then the long winter by the 
hot stove was making me soft. My 
lungs were filling with fat." 
"Mon Dieu!" expressed Baptiste, 
turning the thick steaks with a hand 
equally hardened against fire and 
frost. "I lak not the hot stove nor 
the snug cabin in winter. The forest 
she ees best when the frost snaps the 
spruce and hemlock lak the beeg 
guns. The wind she play martial 
music, and the heavens empty out the 
beeg snow. The town in winter, she 
ees for the woman. Sit in and eat. 
There is oatbread in that sack. 
Brewed tea you will find in yonder 
can. Sugar I have not; she ees done.'' 
"In my canoe there ees plenty," 
announced Jo; ''also the good Cana-
dian cheese. I will bring.'' He turned 
to the sullen river. 
"Mon Dieu!" muttered Baptiste as 
he took a swallow of steaming tea. 
"The hot stove, the snug cabin lak the 
slimy fish ees for the woman. For the 
he-man ees the beeg cold and the 
woods." 
But J o, busied with getting supplies 
from his canoe, did not overhear the 
uncomplimentary remarks directed 
against his mode of life. On return-
ing to the campfire he held up a 
squatty quart bottle. 
"Canadian Club, Baptiste; and one 
damn fine whisky she ees. It will 
wash down the venison and temper 
the chill spring night with cheer. 
After you, Baptiste." 
The old trapper drank heavily, 
sucking the overflow from his beard-
ed lips with keen gusto. "It cuts lak 
the keenest hunting knife and warms 
lak the August sun," he offered, ex-
tending the bottle to J o. "Later I 
will enjoy again." 
Between the two they finished the 
whisky. Next they fell upon the 
venison, browned to a turn on the out-
side but oozing dark red as their 
hunting knives cut off substantial 
bites. 
''No meat lak the venison," spoke 
up Baptiste, a ring of challenge in his 
tone. "Once in a man's belly it fills 
hitn with the courage of the bear." 
"Old fool,"-came back Jo, indis-
creet with heavy drinking. " 'Tis my 
good liquor and not your venison that 
warms your dead blood. For me, I 
loathe the woods-tinted wild meats. 
The black bass, the beeg musky, are 
both superior. The latter I have 
caught as game and full of fight as 
the bucking bronco. A man's sport, 
that! Furs with their stink of wild 
tallow I hate. There is leetle sport 
and, as far as I can see, less profit in 
your craft, Baptiste." 
''And yours, M'sieu Jo?" 
"It has both," assured Jo blat-
antly, failing to note the flare of rage 
in the old trapper's faded blue eyes. 
"Every spring reech sportsmen come. 
'Jo,' they say to me, 'we want good 
guide. Everyone say you best guide 
in Lake of the Woods contree.' One 
man come every year from St. Paul. 
Soon's he gets off train at Kenora, he 
say, 'Where Jo Portugais?' He pay 
me ten dollars the day; besides he 
say, 'Get me some beeg ones, Jo, and 
I give you nice bonus.' Last year it 
was fifty dollaire.'' 
With a snort of disgust Baptiste 
turned on his heel and strode proudly 
to his fur-laden canoe, which was 
86 
securely moored in a placid eddy. He 
came back carrying a beautiful silver-
tip black fox pelt. 
"For the ten dollaire the day and 
n1aybe the leetle present, you Jo Por-
tugais are the dog under the reech 
man's heel. Humble lak the Chippaw 
squaw, you carry bees pack, row hees 
fat body and cook hees food. Look!'' 
He held up the glossy pelt by the 
snout so that the firelight might re-
flect to the full its beauty. "La; la! 
for your lousy present; for this one 
silvertip I git lowest price one 
t'ousand dollaire. And yet you say, 
'No profit in your craft, Baptiste.' No 
profit, hey! Then what you call 
heem? By gar, you are the old 
woman, Jo Portugais; the beeg 
coward who in winter hides your evil-
smelling carcass in the snug cabin 
beside the hot stove; while me, Bap-
tiste Dorin, tramp the trap line. I," 
and the old trapper tapped his sunken 
breast dramatically, ''am the what-
you-call heem, he-man. You, the 
sleek squaw for the reech man. Mon 
Dieu!'' 
Anger brought a deadly calm to 
the towering J o as the scathing abuse 
was heaped upon him. Blood drained 
from his heavy face. Breath, hushed 
and strained, sucked into his mighty 
lungs. His powerful shoulders, 
couched slightly, rose and fell like the 
backwash of a flood tide. 
Yet all he did was to pick up a 
spruce limb and stick one end of it in 
the leaping fire. 
His mad outburst over, Baptiste 
fixed a greedy eye on the glistening 
pelt. It was no small reward in itself 
for a winter's work, yet the big canoe 
so safely moored in the eddy con-
tained two more equally as valuable, 
not to mention a goodly assortment 
of beaver, otter, lynx and one brown 
bear. The lot in money value would 
run well into the thousands. And all, 
save a few dollars for flour and bacon, 
would go to his credit in the bank in 
Kenora. To be sure, he would have 
to purchase two more of the heavy 
red shirts he wore the year round, but 
even then there would be plenty left. 
Then there was next year and the 
next. Verily, he would be rich. Yet 
this bear-like guide, J o Portugais, 
who caught the slimy fish, had dared 
to insinuate that his craft was without 
profit. 
Stealthily as the approach of a 
cougar, Jo withdrew the spruce limb 
from the fire and held its blazing end 
to the fluffy cone of snow white at the 
lower extremity of the fox pelt. 
His miserly soul deep in his riches, 
Baptiste saw naught until the belching 
flame caught his hand. With a wild 
curse he hurled the blazing pelt full 
at the guide. 
Jo ducked to safety. But as he came 
back the enraged trapper shot the 
contents of the can of steaming tea 
squarely in his face. 
Jo went wild. He clawed savagely 
at his smarting eyes. A dreaded hiss 
oozed through his yellow teeth. His 
huge body buckling and lashing like 
an infuriated python, he launched his 
attack. 
Baptiste, who with rare presence of 
mind had backed off from the fire, 
went down ignobly before the terrific 
onslaught. He lay where he had 
fallen. Stark fear in his sunken eyes. 
Blood staining the base of the grey 
stubble on his smoke-coloured face. A 
fear-filled whine rattling in his gaunt 
throat. He was utterly unmatched to 
battle with the crazed guide. He was 
the candle burned to the end; Jo, the 
fresh-lit, giant torch. 
Backing off from the first contact, 
J o charged again with all the ferocity 
of a gored bull. Baptiste met his 
coming with both feet squarely in the 
face. Blood spouted. Jo tore the 
red mist away and with a mad lunge 
which could not be stopped, was on 
top of the grizzled trapper. 
From this on, the combat was 
purely one-sided. First J o sent a 
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rain of sledge-hammer blows into the 
upturned face beneath him; then he 
locked his claw-like fingers about the 
gaunt, rattling throat and squeezed-
squeezed-squeezed. 
A hemlock log across the fire 
burned in two and sagged deeper into 
its red tomb. In the added flare of 
firelight Jo Portugais saw his handi-
work. Saw glassy eyes apop from a 
ghastly battered face. Saw a red 
tongue aloll against the death spew 
forming on purple lips. Saw, and was 
suddenly stricken with fear, the like 
of which he had never known before. 
He backed to his feet in stark horror. 
Tottering drunkenly, he slunk into the 
shadow of the ghost-like spruce. He 
shut his eyes and put an arm across 
them. Still he saw it. 
That ghastly thing, which but a 
few moments before had been Bap~ 
tiste Dorin! 
* · * * But wait. There was a way out. 
Only he must avail himself of it ere 
his tottering courage collapsed. Act-
ing with a reckless daring he did not 
feel, he went back to the scene of his 
guilt. Cautiously, as though he feared 
him to spring into new life and seek 
some drastic vengeance, he stooped 
over the dead trapper, raised him 
from the snow and threw him on the 
leaping campfire. Then he heaped 
great quantities of brushwood on top. 
That was that, he assured himself; 
and simple enough, dear only knows. 
Should the tragedy be discovered, he 
would have a gilt-edged alibi-that 
of the old trapper being trapped in his 
own campfire. The big, fur-laden 
canoe in the placid eddy at the river's 
edge would dispute any theory of foul 
play; it wasn't logical to kill and not 
plunder. On the whole, J o decided he 
had been a fool to worry. To be sure, 
the Mounted Police, those red-coated 
vultures of the silent places, who 
seemed to possess a sixth sense in 
ferreting out crime, would come. But 
what of it? Wasn't everything fixed? 
Fixed! Yes, all fixed now. The 
red-coated police were smart, all 
right, but not smart enough to trap 
J o Portugais. With a snort of relief, 
J o withdrew to the seclusion of the 
heavier spruce and spread his heavy 
Hudson's Bay blankets. He would 
sleep, and in the morning proceed up 
the river. 
But to Jo's surprise he couldn't 
sleep. His shifty eyes still smarting 
keenly from Baptiste's scalding tea 
and heavily-soled moccasins, saw red. 
His thin, somewhat curved nose per-
sisted in catching a strange ungodly 
odour. Again fear, like an overhanging 
avalanche, threatened to engulf hin1. 
He tried to fight it off; he couldn't. 
He covered his head with a double ply 
of blankets. 
More red-the bright deadly red of 
the indomitable Mounted Police. 
More smell - that hellish stench 
which had its being in the burning 
of the marrowless bones and lean 
flesh of Baptiste Dorin. His guts 
arattle with stark fear, J o stealthily 
broke camp, manoeuvred through 
the shadowy spruce to the river's 
edge. And soon the black chill water 
bled to the deep stab of his ash 
paddle. 
Dawn nosed up; a hoop of hard 
scarlet grudgingly outstripping the tops 
of trees, chill and glum from the white 
mats of snow at their roots. Jo shot 
his canoe inshore and disembarked. 
Tired? No! Afraid. Fear, like a 
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mighty cancer, was eating into him; 
eating - eating - eating. He lit a 
small fire and brewed some tea; which 
with a wedge of cheese was his break-
fast; scant repast for a man of the 
calibre of Jo Portugais, surely. But 
heavier foods required a larger fire 
and gave off traceable odours; both 
decidedly dangerous to a man who 
has committed murder. 
All day Jo remained in hiding. All 
day he shrivelled and snarled under 
the relentless lash of his conscience. 
As night stole ghoul-like through the 
spruce, his sapped courage sagged still 
lower. Meanwhile, doubt came to add 
its taunt. Had the campfire done its 
work well in disposing of all that was 
mortal of the grizzled Baptiste? Had 
some trifling detail which might sud-
denly flare into incriminating evi-
dence been overlooked? He was sorry 
now that he had not waited and made 
sure. Dare he run the risk? No, he 
would go back and check up. Furth-
ermore, he would go at once before 
there would be any likelihood of any-
one else forestalling him. Aflame with 
suspense, he shot his canoe into mo. 
tion. 
It was day when Jo came up with 
the fur-laden canoe of the dead trap-
per. He was greatly relieved to see 
it had not been disturbed. He chose 
to accept this as a guarantee that no 
one had been on the ground since he 
had so hurriedly withdrawn. Despite 
this logical viewpoint, however, a 
primitive instinct urged him to ro\v 
nonchalantly past the scene of his 
crime and make acute investigation. 
The stab of his paddle was as noise-
less as snow falling on moss as he 
sent furtive and searching glances in~ 
shore. Had he been less expectant, 
he would in all likelihood have col-
lapsed at what he saw. As it was he 
almost tumbled from his seat. 
Close by the ruins of the campfire 
which had served as Baptiste's pyre 
was a flare of red. 
Naught save dry froth would come 
from Jo's lips, but what he sought to 
give utterance to was "Red-coated 
Police!" Somehow he managed to 
break the stranglehold of fear which 
was holding him and lend himself to 
paddling for dear life. 
A score of times his straining ears 
caught an imaginary "Halt!" and just 
as many times his shoulders winced 
under the prick of a pursuing bullet; 
yet he neither stopped nor looked 
back. On-on-on; like a school of 
porpoises keeping abreast of a ship's 
prow. 
Cutting its way through the water 
like a torpedo, Jo's canoe finally shot 
off the back tongue of Rainy River 
into the picturesque Lake of the 
Woods. But he dare not tarry there. 
It was spring, and soon early tourists 
would be swarming into the far-flung 
hinterland. And sooner or later the 
reech man from St. Paul would come 
and ask fearlessly, ''Where Jo Portu-
gais?" 
On--on-on. Countless miles of 
cruel paddling that ripped into his 
shoulder blades like a harpoon; yet 
he dared not let up. Endless hours 
during which the haunting shadow of 
fear never left him. His gaunt belly 
rumbled angrily for food. His eyes 
were sunken and bloodshot from lack 
of sleep; yet ever he bent to his task 
-that of trying to escape his own 
. 
conscience. 
On ploughed the stout canoe; now 
the Winnipeg River was its pathway. 
But its mad urge knew no confines, 
and eventually it slithered into the 
broad expanse of Lake Winnipeg. 
And all the way, the yellow birch, the 
black spruce, and the scant-limbed 
hemlock; not to mention the portages 
and leaping streams seemed to bellow 
both of Jo's crime and his coming. 
While ever the lash of his conscience 
cut his couched back like a lead-
tipped slave whip. 
And while summer still bore the 
bloom of youth, Jo, a starved, crazed, 
tattered thing, stumbled into the camp 
of Sergeant Dan Macgregor, who was 
returning from an inspection of out-
lying Mounted Police posts. 
"The old trapper, Baptiste Dorin?" 
babbled Jo, goaded to desperation. 
"Burned to death on the shore of 
Rainy River," returned the sergeant 
as he skilfully flopped a trout in his 
frying pan. "An overdose of Cana-
dian Club had made the old fellow 
reckless, and he rolled too close to his 
campfire. First impressions were that 
there had been foul play; but the fact 
that his equipment hadn't been mo-
lested, attested to it being a case of 
self -destruction. It was all of a month 
after it happened that we discovered 
"t " 1 . 
''All of a month!'' bellowed Jo. 
"That's a lie. 'Twas but the next 
morning that with my own eyes I saw 
the red coat of a Mountie standing 
over the dead campfire. All your talk, 
she ees lies of the devil, M' sieu Ser-
geant. Me, J o Portugais, keel Bap-
tiste Dorin and throw heem on the 
fire. We drink much liquor; get hot 
in the head and fight. Next morning 
I go back to see if the fire she do her 
job good, and there was the red-
coated police." 
Dropping the frying pan absently 
on top of the fire, Sergeant Macgregor 
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got to his feet. As if unable to grasp 
the situation, he studied the towering 
unkempt man before him. "Why do 
you tell me, of all men, your secret?" 
he asked. 
"Secret!" boomed Jo. ''Secret lak 
the hell! Ever since Baptiste's soul 
go to the devil, the whole countree 
she bellow out that I keel him. And 
in here--" tapping his sunken chest, 
"she never stop. Always lak the 
trapped wolf she howl.'' 
"Portugais," said the sergeant, ''on 
the strength of your story, I'm 
obliged to place you under arrest; 
however, I will parole you until you 
have eaten. Legally you might easily 
have evaded the vengeance of the law 
in this matter, as the fate of old Bap-
tiste was accepted as self -destruction. 
Your confession is feasible except in 
one detail. You claim you saw a 
Mountie on the scene of the crime 
the next morning. Now I know of a 
surety that it was well on for a month 
before we discovered the tragedy." 
"Lak the hell, M'sieu Sergeant! Did 
not me, Jo Portugais see heem, the 
red coat?'' 
Sergeant Macgregor reflected; fi-
nally his expression told that he had 
arrived at a feasible solution. "You 
saw red, Portugais, but it wasn't the 
red coat of the Royal Mounted. It 
was one of Baptiste's red shirts which 
he had hung near the fire, presumably 
to dry. Constable Cameron discov-
ered the crime and brought the same 
shirt into headquarters. A guilty con-
science and a distraught mind oft-
times picture queer things, you 
know." 
Jo offered no reply. He wolfed 
down the burnt trout and tossed two 
others from the sergeant's string into 
the frying pan. He gulped feverishly 
of steaming tea. He fed himself strips 
of bacon as if they were potato chips. 
And when his gaunt belly had ceased 
to rumble, he extended his wrists vol-
untarily to the sergeant. Handcuffed, 
he squared his powerful shoulders 
and breathed deeply. His hollow eyes 
rounded and shone with a new light, 
and he broke into a throaty laugh. 
Mad? No. Joyous over the fact that 
he had at last outstripped his con-
science. True, the noose might be his 
fate, yet he was content. No longer 
the yellow birch, the black spruce, the 
scant-limbed hemlock would bello\v 
forth his crime. In capture he had 
found freedom. 
And for the first time since that 
gruesome night on the lip of the 
Rainy River, Jo Portugais lay down 
in the open and slept. 
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